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CHAPTER I. 

A WINDFALL AND A VOYAGE. . 

Old Mr. Alden came tip the street toward home, mounting the 
hill with even shorter breath than usual, owing to the excitement 
under which he labored. The excitement was apparent to his 
granddaughter, who was watching for him from the window which 
gave the longest prospect down the street, before he had made 
more than half the distance between the corner of the inter- 
secting avenue and the steep ascent to the house. At times he 
leaned on his cane with all his trembling weight; again he stood 
erect, flourishing that cane as he walked — ordinarily he used it 
with the methodical swing of an old clock’s steady pendulum. 

Amy had the front door open, and was on the upper step to 
welcome him before he had turned in the gate. 

“ Has anything happened, grandpa ? ” she cried, as she kissed 
him. 

“Are you a witch that you ask me that?” returned the old 
* gentleman. "Yes, something has happened; help me off with 
my great coat, and let me breathe ten times ; then I’ll tell you.” 

“ Nothing bad, I hope,” said Amy, as she obeyed him, not with 
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any intention of being answered before the ten breaths were 
drawn, but from a feminine impossibility of waiting the prom- 
ised information in entire silence. 

“It is bad and good / 5 said her grandfather when he had 
gotten his heart into more regular action. “ It is good for you 
to have a little fortune, but it is exceedingly bad for me to be 
obliged to give you up, even for a time . 55 

“ Fortune ! I ! And you give me up ! What can you mean, 
grandpa ?” gasped Amy, dropping on the nearest chair. 

“ Your mother had a brother who went into the wine business 
in France years ago — he was considerably older than she was, I 
believe; I really know almost nothing about him, nor would she 
know much more were she alive, for she was a child when he went 
away, and his family lost sight of him. I recollect hearing her 
say as much as this, and it was probably all there was to say. But 
now that he is dead he has come to light again, if I may be allowed 
something in the nature of a bull. He prospered, it seems, and he 
must have known that your mother had married my son, your 
father, and that you were in the world, for he has left you the 
pleasant little sum of forty thousand dollars in his will. The 
only requirement he made was that you were to go to France to 
claim the money — I suppose because he was fond of his adopted 
country, and wanted to make sure of some acquaintance with it 
in his heiress . 55 

Amy had listened to her grandfathers summing up of his 
surprising news in absolute silence. Pleasure in her good for- 
tune was swallowed up in amazement and dismay, the latter 
feeling dominating all others at last. Her grandfather Alden 
had been both father and mother to her for all that she remem- 
bered of her twenty-two years of life ; the thought of going alone 
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across the miles of ocean which lay between home and France 
filled her with horror. ’ 

"How can I go to France, grandpa?” she said. 

" I should advise taking a steamer, my dear,” said her grand- 
father, with a smile for her terrified eyes. " You can go to Hol- 
land, or Germany, and then back, or to England and across the 
channel, or you can go direct — Compagnie G6n6rale Transat- 
lantique.” 

" Oh, grandpa, you know what I meant ! How can I go off all 
alone, across the ocean to France, and leave you here ? I should 
be so homesick I should nearly die, and you — you can jest over it, 
you heartless, cruel grandfather ! ” cried Amy, slipping from her 
chair to drop on her knees by the bid gentleman’s side. 

" Homesick ? Seasick ? Which ? Or both ? ” asked her grand- 
father, stroking the soft, bright hair. " Of course I canjest ; you 
know I shall not miss you one bit — be rather glad, in fact, not 
to have any one to plague me. But you know, my pet, when a 
thing must be done it is worse than foolish to make it harder by 
pulling back ; trot willingly in the harness, Amy ; that’s the only 
way to travel the long road. A trip abroad is not generally 
considered a misfortune; you will enjoy the novel experience, 
and you shall come home as soon as you feel inclined, once the 
money is tucked away in your pocket — though I believe I’ve 
heard you lamenting the pockeftless fashions of the present, 
haven’t I?” 

" We couldn’t let the money go, could we, grandpa ? Go where 
it would if no one claimed it, by default, or whatever the legal 
term is ? ” hinted Amy. 

" By default applies to lawsuits, not inheritances, Amy,” said 
her grandfather. "But what a child you are, in spite of your 
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weight of years, and the common sense I sometimes perceive in 
you ! Of course you must claim the money ; you would not forgive 
me later if I allowed you to i let it go/ as you say. Fancy letting 
forty thousand dollars go, rather than make a pleasant trip to 
Paris, necessitating a few weeks or months of absence from home. 
You will get ready, and take a steamer in ten days ; that is quite 
long enough to allow for your preparations.” 

" 0 dear ! I wish that unknown uncle had left his money to 
a crSche, or some other French charity ! I wonder if he left it to 
me to make me sorry he had died. He couldn’t have expected, 
me to mourn for ona I never knew lived otherwise,” sighed Amy, 
gathering herself up solemnly to make ready for dinner. 

" That’s not the usual effect of legacies, my dear,” said her 
grandfather. "It is a pity some of those over in France who 
probably are disappointed by this will couldn’t see how foolishly 
unworldly is one little member of a nation which is popularly 
supposed to be ready for anything that may put a dollar in its 
purse.” 

"Oh, well, I was very comfortable as I was, and home b 
home,” said Amy. 

" Yet we are not rich, Amy ; you have had me thus far, but 
the day may come when this little windfall will be most useful. 
Be glad, my dear, and look on it as a piece of good fortune, as it 
really is, and on your trip as a pleasant adventure,” said her 
grandfather, rising to follow her. * 

The days intervening between the announcement of her legacy 
and her setting sail passed in a whirl of unreality to Amy. There 
were so many friends to be seen, so many purchases to be made, 
so many, innumerable plans to be arranged for her grandfather’s 
comfort during her absence, that she had no time for regret. In- 
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deed, it seemed to her that she was two persons, one the old, 
familiar Amy, flying about in her life-long setting, arranging 
matters for the other and unknown Amy, who was herself and yet 
another, and who seemed to stand outside looking on at her own 
sensations, as well as on the bustle concerning her. The little 
woman was not sufficiently analytical to expound to herself the 
mysteries of objectivity and subjectivity, but unphilosophically 
underwent the effect of their phenomena in a daze that half-be- 
numbed her faculties. 

The Parisian lawyers who had announced to Miss Alden her 
good fortune, and the terms upon which she was to receive it, 
had written that a connection of her uncle’s by marriage, and 
heir with her to a* small portion of his property, had been sum- 
moned from Spain, where she had been living. This young 
woman would be in Paris, established in an apartment, before 
Miss Alden should arrive, and if the young American would 
accept her hospitality Mademoiselle Elise Merlet would be de- 
lighted to receive her under her wing, an arrangement, the law- 
yers suggested, which would be the pleasanter for Miss Alden 
that Mademoiselle Merlet had passed some years of her life in 
America, so spoke English perfectly. 

Amy was grateful and relieved on reading this invitation; it 
solved part of her difficulties. She dreaded unspeakably being 
alone in a Parisian hotel, and, though the nuns who had taught 
her had considered her one of their best French scholars, she had 
not unshaken confidence in her practical knowledge of that tongue ; 
she shared the grievance of the Babu in Kim : French people spoke 
French so particularly fast. 

The trusty woman who was a combination of housekeeper and 
maid, and who was to guarantee Mr. Alden’s welfare during 
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Amy’s absence, helped her pack her trunk on the last day ; it was 
well she did so, for Amy’s packing was done rather with nerves 
than brains, and thrice she was obliged to turn everything topsy- 
turvy to pull from the very lowest layer something that should 
have been on the topmost one. 

At last the trunk was packed and strapped, and borne away 
on strong shoulders in the dusk, for the steamer sailed in the 
morning, and Amy’s anxious grandfather dared not risk later 
delivery. As the final moments drew near the old gentleman 
clung to Amy as though he could not give her up, and their roles 
were reversed; now it was the girl who assumed courage, and 
made light of the brief parting, and slight adventure before her. 

“I’m coming home soon, and an heiress— only think, you 
dearest old dear,” she cried, bravely, as the warning for all for the 
shore to leave the ship echoed down the deck. “Take care of 
yourself; wear your overshoes if it’s the least bit damp, and be 
careful about indigestion. And don’t worry about me; I can 
take care of myself, if I haven’t had to do so thus far. I’ll come 
home safely, never fear, and soon — oh, soon! As soon as I can 
at the very latest,” she added, with a big sob in spite of her effort 
to speak gaily. 

Amy hung over the rail to watch her grandfather, as the 
great hulk of the steamer backed out of the dock, and strained 
her eyes to catch the very last glimpse of him when he began to 
be but a black speck among many other black specks around him. 
Her tears fell fast now that there was no longer any reason for 
restraining them. She dashed them away impatiently as they 
veiled her vision. 

When not only her grandfather was lost to view, but the Lib- 
erty statue and the tall buildings which linked her to him were 
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become dim and diminutive, Amy went sorrowfully to her state- 
room to finish her cry generously. When she had sobbed herself 
into exhaustion she fell asleep, and woke to a decided rolling of 
the vessel, a healthy appetite, and an equally healthy and natural 
interest in her novel surroundings. 

Not only was the dinner good, and the brilliant dining-room 
enlivening, but Amy discovered that she had never been half so 
hungry in her life before. This discovery, combined with the 
consciousness that her pretty new silk waist was very becoming, 
that her nap had removed all traces of tears from her bright 
young eyes, and that many of the passengers looked at her ap- 
provingly, made her ready to do full justice to the delicious cook- 
ing, and disposed her to look at -the bright side of the situation, 
deferring homesickness until it took violent possession of her. 

She sat at the captain’s table, at least among particular friends 
of his, and that kindly man himself presented her to her neigh- 
bors, adding that Miss Alden had been confided to his especial 
care by her grandfather, and he hoped she would be as well and 
happy throughout the voyage as she looked at its beginning. 

Amy’s next-of-seat received this remark in the despairing 
spirit of one who had already crossed four times, each time with 
unf ailing sickness on the second day out; she was an elderly 
woman of somewhat martial appearance, rendered pessimistic by 
her experience. 

“ There is very little sense in such a wish, Miss Alden. You 
are doomed to misery after to-night if you are mortal/’ she said, 
grimly. 

“ I don’t know. I am hoping to escape. I suppose you proph- 
esy seasickness in that remark? ” smiled Amy. 

* Certainly. Have you crossed before? ” asked her neighbor. 
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“ Never, Mrs. Carmen, but I have yachted a good deal, and 
have not been sick,” said Amy hopefully. 

“ Ah, I thought as much,” replied Mrs. Carmen to the first 
half of Amy’s statement. “ As to yachting, it is totally different 
from this. To-morrow I shall be down ; I always am. I hope to 
present my nephew to you before I disappear. If you do keep 
up — though you won’t — you would be an acquisition to each 
other ; he is an outrageously good sailor. He does not sit at this 
table — couldn’t get a place, but we will find him after dinner. 
He is a tall creature, handsome, and decidedly worth knowing — 
though there is a superstition that one should not praise one’s 
own kindred. As though one often wanted to, and as if any other 
praise could be half as valuable, both because of greater facilities 
for judging and the natural inclination of human weakness to 
find one’s relations a nuisance ! ” 

Amy listened with dancing eyes to the queer old lady, and 
followed her as she quitted the dining-hall. But the tall, hand- 
some, and desirable nephew, whom she learned was called Robert 
Merriam, was not in evidence on deck nor in the salon when they 
sought him, and his aunt bade Amy good-night with prognostica- 
tions of being unable to bid her good morning. 

“ For you will not see me again, my dear, until we are in sight 
of land, unless you visit my stateroom,” she said. “ And I don’t 
want you there for the next four days ; a victim of seasickness is 
not a pleasant object, and vanity dies hard — it’s the only thing I 
know of will survive the deadly sensations of a bad sailor.” 

• So they parted with something of the solemnity of a departure 
for the guillotine, and Amy went to rest early, being too timid to 
face the gay crowd of passengers alone. During the next few days 
she covered herself with glory, and became the pride of the of- 



Digitized by C^ooQle 




THE UNRAVELING OF A TANGLE. 



15 



fleers. It was a rough passage, but she did not succumb. On the 
contrary, she appeared every morning radiant and rosy, with 
briny moisture on the cheeks nestling in the high collar of her fur 
shoulder cape, and took her meals with regularity and enthusiasm, 
only regretting they were so few. Mrs. Carmen did not reappear, 
and Amy did not meet the tall nephew, though she became con- 
scious that a handsome man of twenty-seven or thereabout watched 
her promenades on the deck when it lay level enough to allow 
promenading, and suspected him of being he whom his aunt had 
called Bob. 

One day when the wind was blowing high Amy leaned over the 
rail watching the rise and fall of the ship’s water line. Suddenly 
something rushed past her, something at which she caught rather 
by instinct than reason. To her own surprise she captured it, and 
found in her hands a man’s tweed yachting-cap. 

“ Well done. Miss Alden,” rang out the captain’s hearty voice. 
“ You might play a good first base in your national game.” 

Amy turned, laughing, twirling the damp cap in her hands. 
“ That was an instance of unconscious cerebration. Captain,” she 
said. “ I did not have time to intend to catch the cap. I wonder 
whose it is.” But as she spoke she saw her answer, for Mrs. 
Carmen’s nephew — if it were he — was coming toward them smiling 
and bareheaded. 

“ Please present me to my good angel, Captain,” he said. 

“ Miss Alden, this is Mr. Robert Merriam, whose aunt, Mrs. 
Carmen, I had the pleasure of introducing you to the first night 
out ; I thought you had met before. Miss Amy Alden, Mr. Mer- 
riam. and my particular charge this voyage,” added the captain, 
pleasantly. 

Robert Merriam bowed with mischievous deference. “ She 
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who saves my life saves trash,” he said, “ but she who saves the 
only comfortable cap I have with me has conferred an obligation 
on me I can never repay. Miss Alden, I am delighted to meet 
you, and I saw your masterly jump for my cap with indescribable 
admiration and gratitude.” 

“ I hope you will believe that I would have done as much even 
if it had been only yourself falling overboard, Mr. Merriam,” 
said Amy, delivering up the rescued cap with a twinkle of eye 
and dimple. 

If there be an earthly bond which evokes and rivets friendship 
it is the discernment of a kindred spirit to him who loves non- 
sense. Eobert Merriam, bored with a voyage in which he had 
been much alone, felt his heart go out to the pretty girl who an- 
swered his folly in corresponding vein, and was more grateful 
to her than before. After a few more preliminaries to acquaint- 
ance Eobert offered Amy his arm for the constitutional of which 
the heavy sea had that day deprived her, and she accepted it with 
the frank friendliness of good comradeship. 

Between ascents and descents of waves Amy found herself 
telling the young man the errand which was taking her to Paris, 
and confided to him the fears that beset her when she pictured 
herself alone in a strange land, whose tongue she strongly sus- 
pected would prove alien under the strain of nervousness. 

“ It is a pity we are to stop in London for a time,” said Mer- 
riam. “ I have been over a good deal — indeed, I studied in Paris 
three years — and I might be of service to you.” 

"What did you study?” cried Amy, eagerly. 

" I called it Art with a big A when I started,” replied Mer- 
riam half sadly. " Later I called it simply experience.” 

" Then you are an artist ? ” the girl exclaimed. 
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“That’s another word I dropped/’ said Merriam. “I paint 
still; sometimes I even sell my pictures, when some one turns up 
with more enthusiasm than discrimination. But fortunately — 
though I didn’t consider it fortunate at the time — my family in- 
sisted on my selection of a profession, and I was admitted to the 
bar. I am going over this time to make up my mind whether I’ll 
be a poor lawyer or a good artist; I care too much for pictures 
to be willing to be a poor artist. If I get the final blow to my 
vanity that I expect this trip. I’ll drop my brushes and palette 
forever, and plead cases, or work up evidence all my days. A 
man can’t serve two masters in his career, and art or law has 
got to have all of me.” 

“ But what a pity to give up painting,” said Amy. 

“ It’s the greatest pity of all to be a failure. Miss Alden,” said 
Merriam, earnestly. “ I suppose I could never quite stop mixing 
colors, but I don’t want to be a fizzle. If I make up my mind that 
that’s all I could hope for myself I’ll only mix colors for — well, 
Christmas and birthday gifts for admiring friends, who c would 
rather have 'something I did myself’ — you know that sort.” 

“ I suppose I ought to feel that way about music, but I can’t 
help singing and playing,” said Amy, thoughtfully. 

“ You are not doing either for a career,” returned Merriam, 
“ and why should you cease giving pleasure to others ? ” 

“ Others ? Oh, yes ; grandpa does love my music,” said Amy. 
“ Dear grandpa, he is anxious about me, and will be more so until 
I am safely at home again. I can’t tell you how I dread the next 
few weeks.” 

“ Very naturally. I wish I were going straight to Paris ! Per- 
haps — ” But at this point Merriam pulled himself up short, and 
their talk drifted to less personal matters. 
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CHAPTER II. 

% 

'A QUESTION OF WHO IS WHO. 

The voyage was all too short to Amy, triumphantly well 
every furlong of its course, and greatly interested in its experi- 
ences. The anxiety which she felt as to what awaited her at its 
end only came forth to take possession of her at night, when she 
laid her head on her pillow, and then she was too sleepy to keep 
awake to think of it. The troubles of daily life become unreal 
in mid-ocean; nothing seems to matter much when the sky is 
above and the waters around one, and each day slips by in its 
delicious, monotonous freedom. 

It is not impossible that Robert Merriam had some part in 
speeding the days. He was more than kind in attending Amy’s 
footsteps, and proved himself so thoroughly deserving of his 
aunt 5 s recommendation, so well “ worth knowing,” that Amy con- 
sidered herself very fortunate in acquiring his friendship. For 
friends they had become, with the rapid knowledge of each other 
possible only under the intimate conditions of a sea voyage. Robert 
Merriam himself seemed not ungrateful to the fate which had 
given him for these fleeting five days the friendship of a girl as 
pretty as a rose, yet perfectly unspoiled by her prettiness; simple, 
frank, innocent, with the charming coquetry that has no taint 
of boldness, and mischievousness combined with womanly sweet- 
ness and gravity. 
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The pleasantest days will pass — indeed, only the pleasant ones 
seem really to pass — and the big ship drew near to England. Mrs. 
Carmen reappeared on deck, whiter in tint from her recent suf- 
ferings, but otherwise unchanged. She was delighted to see with 
her own eyes her nephew’s friendship with Amy, of which she 
had been hearing. She was an old lady of violent attractions and 
repulsions, and the young girl had taken her fancy. She echoed 
Robertf s regret that they were not to proceed immediately to 
France, but her liking for Amy did not go so far as to change 
her plans; she was not accustomed to turn aside from her course 
for any one, so Robert’s hints that they might go at once across 
the channel fell on deaf ears. With the sight of land Amy’s 
fears sprang up anew, and she found herself looking forward 
with trepidation to the parting from the only faces which were 
familiar to her, and which, by contrast with the universal strange- 
ness before her, took on the look of old friends. 

The Etruria swung in at Liverpool bearing one terror-stricken 
little maid, who came on deck in what Robert called her “ shore 
clothes, but not store clothes,” in a feeble attempt at jocosity. 

“ Good-by, my dear,” said Mrs. Carmen. “ I hope you won’t 
be devoured by Gallic ruffians; you know we English-speaking 
folk consider all French institutions, race and all, more or less 
depraved. We shall certainly look you up when we come over — 
I have the addresses, both the house and your lawyer’s — and we 
shall come over before long.” 

Robert Merriam held Amy’s hand unconsciously in parting, 
and with equal unconsciousness she looked at him with mute 
appeal. Her frightened, anxious face, with the expression of 
longing in the eyes, haunted him as the train whirled him up to 
London. 
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“Good-by, Miss Alden,” he said, heartily. “Fm no end 
grateful to you for being so good to me. Remember, you promised 
that our friendship should be amphibious — not one of those pas- 
times, literally, of a voyage. Hang on to that club address I gave 
you, and write me there if you need a friend. And you have the 
London address, too ? That’s right. Telegraph to me if you find 
anything wrong when you arrive. Don’t worry. And you have 
said that I might come to see you when I reached Paris. Per- 
haps I can coax aunty over sooner than now seems likely ; if any 
one can coax her it is I, but she is not easily wheedled. Good-by.” 

“ Good-by,” said Amy, faintly. “ You have been very kind to 
me. Good-by.” 

They separated, and the hurrying crowd on the dock swallowed 
Amy’s slender figure, hiding it from her new friend’s eyes. She 
felt very small and miserable as she tucked herself away in the 
first-class compartment of the railway carriage, and watched with 
moist eyes the beautiful green English fields fly past her. 

The choppy passage across the channel and the journey to 
Paris followed each other in quick succession, and Amy found 
herself in a fiacre being driven to her destination in the vague 
condition of wonder which had succeeded the poignant anxiety of 
her arrival in England. 

The French edition of a janitor known as a concierge, directed 
her to the apartment occupied by Mademoiselle Merlet. A trim 
maid admitted her at once to her hostess’ presence. Mademoiselle 
Merlet, slender in figure, with small, keen dark eyes, and a long 
nose and chin, arose and came swiftly forward as Amy was an- 
nounced by the maid, who hesitated and stumbled over the 
name. 

“ My dear young lady,” Mademoiselle Merlet said in English 
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that was perfect, except for the slightest possible foreign accent, 
“ I am delighted to welcome you. I hope you are not too weary. 
I little thought that I should arrive first, coming so much farther, 
but it gives me much pleasure to receive you. I thought you 
would ask for Mademoiselle Merlet, and I bade the concierge 
direct you to me.” 

“ I am not very tired, thank you,” said Amy, selecting one 
point in this long speech to which to reply. “ I expected that 
you would arrive before me; I came directly from New York, 
you know, while you had but to cross from Spain.” 

“ Come with me, if you please,” said Mademoiselle Merlet, 
with an inscrutable look, leading the way to a spotlessly white 
chamber. “ You will occupy this room during your visit to me ; 
will it please you to lay off your outer garments here. Mademoiselle 
Merlet?” with emphasis on the name. 

Amy started, and stared at her hostess, her hands raised as 
they had been arrested in the act of removing her hat-pins. 

“ Mademoiselle Merlet?” she repeated. “Why do you call 
me by your own name, mademoiselle? I am Amy Alden, you 
know.” 

“ You are Elise Merlet, mademoiselle,” said her hostess, firmly. 
“ It is you who are using my name, strangely enough, as it seems 
to me. I am Amy Alden.” 

Amy dropped on the side of the bed, turning white to the 
lips with vague terror. For an instant she doubted her own 
identity; she wondered if it were really she, nor found it hard 
to believe that she had been transformed, so unfamiliar and 
strange were her surroundings. Then recovering full con- 
sciousness, a desperate fear rushed over her ; if this young woman 
with the thin lips and snake-like eyes had chosen to impersonate 



Digitized by L^ooQle 




M 



THE UNRAVELING OP A TANGLE. 



her, what could be the motive actuating her deception? Nothing 
good or that boded anything but harm to her. 

“ Will you explain, mademoiselle ? ” Amy gasped. 

“ There is nothing for me to explain; the explanation is for 
you to make, who have asserted that you are Amy Alden,” re- 
plied Mademoiselle Merlet, carelessly adjusting her tie before 
the mirror, but watching the reflection of Amy’s face as she did so. 

“ This is absurd,” said Amy, rising, her color returning as she 
indignantly heard these bold words. “ You are either Made- 
moiselle Elise Merlet, or you are an impostor. I asked for that 
lady’s apartment, and the concierge sent me here. If you are 
not she with whom I was to stay in Paris, will you truthfully 
inform me who you are, and why you assume my name? ” 

"Mademoiselle Merlet,” said the true owner of that name, 
turning to face the girl, whose eyes were flashing as her courage 
rose to meet the strange situation. “ I have already told you that 
any explanation is for you to make. I am Miss Amy Alden, who 
arrived from New York a week ago; as such I am known, and 
have been identified by my lawyer. When you are sufficiently 
recovered to tell me I shall be interested to learn how it can 
have taken you longer to journey here from Spain than it did 
me to sail across the Atlantic from the United States. You are 
Mademoiselle Elise Merlet; you are expected, looked for* under 
that name ; you may have noticed that my maid was a little con- 
fused in announcing you? That was because I had warned her 
that when my young friend* came we might find her peculiar — that 
I had heard a rumor of her being a little — not dangerously, but a 
little — unbalanced mentally. Naturally, when you gave her my 
name instead of your own she found my words fulfilled, and 
was startled. If you deny your identity to others it will but 
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prove your madness, for in that case what I have hinted at as a' 
slight mental peculiarity will be set down as absolute insanity .” 

The horror stamped on Amy’s fair young face as she listened 
to these words could hardly fail to awake pity in any heart; 
Mademoiselle Merlet herself, while not abandoning by a hair’s 
breadth the plot which she had laid, seemed not quite insensible 
to the suffering that she was inflicting. 

“ Listen to me, my young guest,” she said, “ and try to hear 
me reasonably. You are absolutely free from all danger if you 
do not bring it upon yourself. On the other hand you are com- - 
pletely in my power, and I shall use this power if you try to oppose 
me. I think I am right in my belief that you have no acquaint- 
ances in Paris. Now, I had expected all my life to have the 
money which Mr. Hubbard left; I was brought up in the ex- 
pectation. For once — and for this one time only — I will speak 
of his niece, Amy Alden, as if she were a stranger to me. She 
was a stranger to him. Mr. Hubbard knew nothing of his own 
relatives, but had taken those of his wife fully into his affec- 
tion. Chief among them was Elise Merlet, whom you appear to 
think I am, and whom I might be were I not Amy Alden. Yet, 
at the last moment he made a will, leaving to this unknown girl 
in America the bulk of his wealth, and giving to Elise Merlet a 
pittance. In all justice the case should have been reversed — as 
it will be. I have taken every necessary precaution to establish 
my identity as Amy Alden; there is but one person, my lawyer, 
who might question it, but he is too interested in maintaining the 
fact to be in the least unreliable. As Amy Alden I have spread 
abroad the news that Elise Merlet was to be my guest, a guest to 
whom I looked forward with some dread, since she was known 
to have inherited insanity from her mother, and for whose pres- 
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ent state of health — mental health, of course — I entertained 
great fears. She — you — came, confirming those fears at the very 
moment of arrival by announcing yourself by my name. A phy- 
sician will shortly attend you who will pronounce your state 
threatening, and bid me keep you under the strictest surveillance. 
You will not receive mail unopened, still less post anything your- 
self, nor will you leave this house for an instant except with me, 
your physician, or my lawyer. Nevertheless, your life shall not 
be unpleasant, unless you have the misfortune to dislike these 
arrangements. I hope you will see the wisdom of conforming to 
them quietly, or else I shall not hold myself to blame if your 
daily existence becomes less agreeable. It will not be long before 
the legacy is paid; you will receive the absurdly small amount 
bequeathed to Elise Merlet — absurd when left to one whom Mr. 
Hubbard had known and loved, but quite sufficient for the niece 
who was a stranger to him, ^my Alden. So justice will be 
served, no harm done you, and great good done me. You have 
but to choose, you see, between accepting quietly the sum of money 
which should properly have been yours in any case, or making 
a fuss, which will be entirely futile, and bring about the most 
unpleasant state of things for you.. Now we understand each 
other ; it was necessary to have this explanation once, but we will 
never recur to what I have said; even when we are quite alone 
there must not be the most remote allusion to our mutual under- 
standing. I should prefer you to call me Miss Amy, and you are 
sufficiently younger than I to allow me to call you Elise without 
waiting for longer acquaintance, especially as I intend to be very 
fond of you. Indeed, I foresee that I am likely to pet and spoil 
you delightfully, unless you have brought with you from Spain 
the proverbial hauteur of that land.” So saying Mademoiselle 
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Merlet advanced with outstretched hands toward Amy, who 
shrank from her with horror and loathing; her eyes were dilated, 
her drawn lips qhite white, and she was breathing hard, as if 
She had been running. 

Mademoiselle Merlet stopped short a foot or so from her, and 
waited. Amy neither spoke nor moved; indeed, she could have 
done neither just then — she was almost stupefied. Her hostess, 
eyeing her keenly, said: 

"You are ‘tired, a little unnerved from your journey and the 
surprises awaiting you here, my dear child; it is only natural, 
and I will wait till you are recovered before pursuing our friend- 
ship further. This room opens into mine on the one side, 
into a small library on the other. The library I have given up 
to my maid during your visit ; she will sit and sleep in it, so that 
you need never feel in the least lonely or afraid; you can not 
move without being heard by the maid or jne. Now rest, and 
make up your mind to have a pleasant visit to Paris ; you look 
like such a sweet, amiable, and — what is more important — such 
a sensible girl, that I feel sure you will see the wisdom 'of ac- 
cepting every detail of my arrangements for you. If you do you 
are sure to enjoy being with me as much as I shall enjoy having 
you,, my pretty little Elise.” And Mademoiselle Merlet turned 
to leave the room, looking back with such a significant emphasis % 
on the name that it was equivalent to a thinly-veiled threat 
under the appearance of cordiality. 

Left to herself Amy found herself trembling with fright, ex- 
citement, and indignation. The situation was certainly serious, 
hopeless apparently, for how was she to defend herself, deprived 
of her liberty, under the strictest surveillance, and friendless in 
the strange city? If she could but get out alone she would tele- 
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graph her friends in England and find her way to the American 
consulate, where help would be afforded her. But there was 
nothing less likely than that she should escape alone into the 
street, and unless this first step toward rescue could be brought 
about there seemed no possible hope. However, despair and tame 
resistance to fate were not part of Amy’s make-up. She had 
hitherto been a tenderly loved and cared for child; now, when she 
was not only thrown upon her own resources, but surrounded with 
treacherous cruelty, courage and determination sprang up in her 
to meet the situation. She was too thoroughly American to lose 
heart altogether. 

For a while* she paced the floor of her room feeling the im- 
potent rage and terror of a caged creature ; then she sat down by 
the window to think. The result of her consideration of her posi- 
tion was that she rose to make herself ready to join her hostess 
with the resolution to resort to her only weapon— cunning — since 
resistance would be worse than useless. The hint that she might 
be incarcerated in a French insane asylum, beyond the reach or 
knowledge of her friends, was more than sufficient to show her that 
her only course was to submit, apparently at least, to the inevit- 
able. For that Mademoiselle Merlet had intended to convey to her 
that this might be her fate there could be no doubt. If she were to 
be rescued from her enemies it could only be by some unforeseen 
means, arising after she was thought to be resigned to her lot. 
She could truthfully convey the impression that the money had 
been a matter of indifference to her, though she had discovered in 
the brief time that had passed since her arrival that there was a 
great difference between relinquishing one’s property voluntarily 
and losing it by robbery. Following her resolution to yield for 
the time to Mademoiselle’s machinations, she appeared in the little 
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salon an hour and a half after that clever person had left her, 
calmer than she had feared she would be able to appear, and polite, 
if not cordial, to her hostess turned jailer. And her hostess was 
equally cordial. 

A gentleman, to whom she was presented as Mademoiselle Mer- 
let, and who in turn was introduced to Amy as Monsieur le Doc- 
teur Roger, presented himself in time for coffee at four o’clock, 
and was followed almost immediately by his son, Bertrand Roger. 
Amy realized that the doctor’s errand was to pronounce upon her 
sanity, not in any sense to investigate it, since she was prede- 
termined deranged. One thing she had resolved upon, and that 
was to insist upon the retention of her own name, and upon giving 
her hostess her proper designation, while conforming in all other 
respects to the rule of life laid down for her. She was utterly un- 
versed in law, but it seemed to her that if she relinquished her own 
identity it might give ground later for a veritable claim of mental 
weakness in her; she noticed with a chill the significant glances 
exchanged by the two men and Mademoiselle Merlet as she ad- 
dressed the latter by that name, and found slight consolation in 
the recollection that the glances were ostentatiously so where 
she was concerned. 

After a half hour’s chat, which would have been agreeable 
under other circumstances, the doctor invited the ladies to walk 
with him and his son to give “ our charming little friend from 
Spain, Mademoiselle Merlet, her first intimate impression of 
Paris. One gets no true idea of a city being whirled through it in 
a fiacre,” he added. The real Mademoiselle Merlet excused her- 
self, but Amy accepted the invitation, glad to get any conception 
of the plan of the streets surrounding her prison. Such knowl- 
edge might be useful ere long. 
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She walked out, flanked on each side by the two Rogers, 
and at the gate was met with the first proof of the actuality of her 
imprisonment. A messenger was just entering with a telegram 
from England addressed to Miss Amy Alden. With an irrepressi- 
ble cry of joy Amy extended her hand to take it, but the doctor 
forestalled her. 

“ Permit me,” he said, with the most polite of Gallic bows. 
“ It is for Mees Alden ; I will take it in charge.’’ He rewarded the 
messenger, and Amy walked on, white, trembling, faint. The tele- 
gram had been, of course, from Robert Merriam or his aunt ; per- 
haps it announced his arrival in Paris, he who could rescue her ! 
And now she was not permitted even to receive his mes- 
sage 1 

She walked on in a daze of misery while the doctor expatiated 
on the beauty of the city, and told her long stories of the history of 
the buildings they passed. It seemed to Amy that Bertrand Roger 
watched her with pity in his eyes, but she felt little hope that his 
compassion would go as far as action in her behalf. She reached 
the apartment which she already regarded as a jail, faint with 
weariness that was not physical. Poor Amy had seen nothing of 
the city in this, her first walk in Paris, 



Digitized by L^ooQle 




THE UNRAVELING OF A TANGLE. 



31 



CHAPTER III. 

THE CAGED BIRD FLUTTERS THROUGH THE WIRES. 

Two weeks of Amy’s existence passed uneventfully. Except 
in the matter of her name she made no resistance to Mademoiselle 
Merlet, and was not treated unkindly — aside from the capital 
unkindness of being deprived of her liberty. 

What that intercepted telegram had contained she could only 
conjecture; whether Robert Merriam had arrived in Paris, and 
coming to see her 'had been denied admittance or not, she did not 
know. She was allowed to write her grandfather in her proper 
name, but her letters were read and sealed by Mademoiselle Merlet, 
and dispatched by her ; thus far Amy had had no opportunity to 
write under other conditions, hence her letters were necessarily 
misleading — cheerful accounts of what she had seen in Paris, 
truthful statements of her physical welfare, with no hint of trouble 
in their pages. 

One additional burden had come upon her in the person of the 
lawyer of whom Mademoiselle Merlet had spoken, and who proved 
to be a certain Gount de Fontanges, whose study of the law had 
been forced upon him by the desperate state of his finances, and the 
heavy mortgages on his ancestral estates, as Mademoiselle Merlet 
was at great pains to explain to Amy. Amy found it in her heart 
to doubt the existence of these estates, though she was quite ready 
to credit the gentleman’s poverty. M. le Comte de Fontanges was 
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a large man, with a single eyeglass, double chin, an oily smile, and 
a manner that was so offensively gallant that Amy could not en- 
dure patiently a half hour in the same room with him. He was 
manifestly regarded by Mademoiselle Merlet with totally different 
sentiments ; she made the most eager efforts to please him, and it 
was evident that she looked upon him as a lover. But though 
he accepted the role tacitly, Amy thought him quite ready to as- 
sume another if a better one offered. Putting together these re- 
sults of her observation Amy concluded that M. le Comte was in 
the plot against her for the sake of the money which its success 
would confer on Mademoiselle Merlet, and that if it failed he 
would leave his present allegiance for another fair lady, better able 
to repair, figuratively and literally, the chateau of the Fontanges. 

Toward Amy herself his bearing was deferential, insinuating, 
offensive to a degree; he conveyed in every possible way his ad- 
miration of her beauty, her wit, complimenting her with a direct- 
ness that to her American standard was insultingly impertinent, 
the more so that his speeches grew far more fulsome if by chance 
her effort to avoid a moment alone with him failed. 

"It really seems as though he hopes to secure me in case 
Mademoiselle Merlefs little game miscarries,” the young girl 
thought, her cheeks burning with indignation, and she found her- 
self feeling toward this man something nearer to hatred than she 
had ever harbored. 

One never knows whence good fortune may come, and Amy. 
found a friend in her- necessity in an unexpected source. Made- 
moiselle Merlet’s maid Sophie was a model of impassive discre- 
tion; she sat on guard at her everlasting embroidery and finjg 
mending with no indication of interest in Amy’s fate, nor doubt 
of her identity, still less of any lack of loyalty to her mistress. 
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Imy had sounded the girl tentatively once or twice, hoping to find 
rer vulnerable in her pocket, and willing to post letters for her 
mistress’ prisoner for reward. But Sophie presented such a 
blank wall of non-comprehension to her hints that Amy abandoned 
all hope of her, and turned her thoughts to devising other means 
of rescue. 

The third week of her durance, however, Mademoiselle Merlet 
was called out of town on an imperative errand, and Sophie was 
left in charge, for it chanced that for a few hours none of Made- 
moiselle’s confederates, neither the doctor nor the Count, was 
available to take her place. It never occurred to Amy to hope 
anything from her situation, but when the last echo of Mademoi- 
selle Merlet’s fiacre had died away, Sophie presented her decorous 
head in the doorway of Amy’s room. 

“ Mees Alden,” she said, and the name alone, applied to her- 
self, and by her jailer’s maid, was enough to make Amy start, even 
without the significant tone in which it was uttered. 

“ Yes, Sophie ; pray come in,” she replied, trying not to show 
that she was startled. 

Sophie obeyed, and lost no time in disclosing her errand, first 
taking care that the door was closed behind her. “ Would not 
Mees Alden like to walk out alone ? " asked the girl. 

Amy sprang to her feet. “ Sophie ! ” she cried, “ do not mock 
me! What do you mean?” 

"If she will promise on her honorable' word to return before 
I should be betrayed by her absence, I will be ignorant of the fact 
that Mees Alden has wandered out alone for the breath of free- 
dom that she must desire,” said Sophie, quietly. 

"I will promise anything you like, Sophie!” cried Amy. 
" Ah, you are a good girl then ! I wondered that any human being 
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could sit quietly by, seeing such wrong done as is done me without 
righting it when it lay in her power ! Then you have known all 
along that I am really the American, Miss Amy Alden ? ” 

“ I know precisely all the truth/’ said Sophie calmly, “but 
Mees Alden must pardon me. It was not for me to interfere in the 
plans of the lady who engaged me. It is not infrequently that a 
maid knows of much wrong done by her employers, and is silent. 
No; it is not to right the wrongs of the American Mees that I 
interfere ; no, it is for Revenge ! ” 

It would be impossible to convey in cold type the amount of 
force the impassive Sophie got into the reverberating R in the last 
word. 

“ Personal revenge, you mean? ” Amy asked absently; she was 
hurrying on her outdoor garments with trembling fingers. 

“ Of a certainty, Mees Alden,” replied Sophie. * She has in- 
sulted me, she has insulted the worthy man to whom I am 
affianced ; she has told him in my presence that she does not care 
to have me receive him here, because he makes this so small apart- 
ment smell of sour wine — Mees will conceive that he is the waiter 
in a wine shop, to which he confidently expects to succeed as pro- 
prietor. Sour wine! Mademoiselle Merlet forgets that women 
are all but one, and an insult to my Guillaume is to me as would 
be to her an insult to M. le Comte. I said little; Guillaume comes 
no more, but I wait, and I find my opportunity for Revenge ! If 
it also assists a young, beautiful, and most amiable Mees Ameri- 
caine, so much the better. Therefore, Mees Alden, you will take 
your walk, but you will not escape wholly from this so-detestable 
house. For it would embarrass me to leave Mademoiselle’s service 
at once, though I will not remain here many days. But much may 
be set in train in one walk, and it will profit Mees Alden as much 
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if she get her liberty in a short time. A telegraph station finds 
itself but two squares distant to the south." 

“ Oh, thank you, thank you, Sophie," cried Amy, who had 
listened impatiently to this lengthy explanation, her hand already 
twisting the door-knob. "If I have no chance to speak to you 
privately again, remember that, whatever were your motives in 
thus helping me, if you will keep me acquainted with your where- 
abouts I will reward you generously for this days work when I 
am free to act once more. To the southward, you say? Thank 
you again; I will not get you into trouble by staying too 
long." 

With the last word the door closed emphatically behind Amy, 
and she sped into the street. 

For a moment she stood still, lifting her face to the sunshine, 
drinking in hope and joy with every breath. Then she remem- 
bered that she must not delay, and started onward, humming in- 
voluntarily the old war song: 

“ Beneath the starry flag we will breathe the air again 
Of freedom in our own beloved home.” 

The first thing to be done was to find the telegraph station of 
which Sophie had spoken, but as she hastened toward it, com- 
posing as she walked a telegram that would tell the story, it flashed 
upon her that if the telegram which Doctor Eoger had intercepted 
had announced the coming of her friends from England, as she 
suspected it had, a message to England would probably never 
reach them, and the address of the Parisian club which Eobert 
had given her was tucked away in the corner of her drawer in her 
chamber ; she had forgotten to take it with her, because her mind 
was filled with the thought of telegraphing to England. What 
should she do ? Telegraph to England on the chance of the message 
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being forwarded, and then write a note to the American consul. 
In it she would tell him the story of her detention, and of the 
plot to rob her, imploring him at least to investigate her case, and 
call upon the police to interfere. She would give him her grand- 
father’s address at home that he might verify the truth of her 
statement. 

Full of these plans, and going blindly through the bright 
streets, she was suddenly aroused. to the world around her and 
brought to a standstill with an irrepressible cry of wonder and de- 
light. Just ahead of her there whirled around the corner of the 
street she was approaching an open carriage, drawn by a white 
horse, and driven by a stalwart cdcher attired with a neatness in- 
tended to convey the notion that he was a private coachman. Sit- 
ting easily back in the carriage, looking much more splendid than 
he had seemed to her on board the ship, was Bobert Merriam, 
manifestly enjoying the beautiful weather, and the general cheer 
around him. 

Telegram, letter, everything was forgotten ! The one idea in 
Amy’s mind now was to seize Bobert by some means, pour into 
his ear her story, and be helped. For there, whirling away from 
her, was her secure hope, and must she lose it ? 

She ran frantically after the carriage for half a block, but 
the distance between her and it only increased; in a moment she 
would quite lose sight of it, and she was attracting the attention nf 
passers-by, confirming, as she realized instantly, any suspicion of 
her madness should evidence be called for in the future. A cab 
came by opportunely at that instant, and Amy hailed the driver. 
Springing in without waiting for the vehicle fully to stop, she bade 
the driver hasten after the carriage which was now but a speck in 
the distance, and follow it wherever it went till he overtook it. AH 
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thought of her promise to Sophie, or of the possible length of time 
this pursuit might involve, was lost in the frantic desire to find a 
friend at any cost. 

The cab horse was not one of the melancholy specimens too 
often met with in the Parisian streets ; he was new to his hard life, 
and speed was still left in him. Amy found with unspeakable joy 
that the carriage she was pursuing became plainer in sight, and 
soon she could distinguish Robert Merriam’s features when he 
chanced to turn his head. Over a bridge the carriage sped, the 
fiacre following ; the Conci&rgerie with its pointed towers rose on 
the left, but much as Amy cared for the tragic story of Marie An- 
toinette, it did not occur to her then as she looked absently on the 
prison of the unhappy queen. The present troubles of a certain 
little American girl drove from her mind all memory of royal 
troubles -that were now more than a century past and recom- 
pensed. 

Although she, in her fiacre, had gained on Robert in his more 
elegant carriage, she did not overtake him before he stopped at the 
door of a building. She saw him dismount, pay the driver, and 
run nimbly up the steps; the carriage which he had dismissed 
turned, and passed Amy’s fiacre at a walk on its way back. 

“ Take me to that building where the gentleman has entered,” 
said Amy to her driver. “ Do you know what it is? ” 

“ No, Mademoiselle,” the driver replied with a grin ; he had 
heard of the shocking freedom which American young ladies per- 
mitted themselves, and, recognizing Amy’s nationality, he felt 
that he was witnessing an instance of it in her open pursuit of the 
handsome young man in the carriage. Nevertheless, it was not his 
affair, even had it been within the power of a mere mortal to 
regulate the behavior of a demoiselle so badly brought up. Re- 
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membering this he drew up at the door where the object of this 
shocking pursuit had entered, and received nearly double his 
proper fee in payment for it, feeling justified as the father of four 
correct girls in thus overcharging this wild, though pretty little 
alien. 

Amy had no thoughts to spare for the misunderstandings of 
cab-drivers; paying his exorbitant charge willingly, she too, ran 
up the steps of the house, as Robert had just done. On the thresh- 
old her courage failed her ; was it a private house into which she 
was forcing her entrance? Or a club, or what was it? Well, 
whatever it was she must enter; her case was desperate and ad- 
mitted of no delay. She rang the bell; a man servant replied 
to her summons, a respectable, portly, altogether British appearing 
personage, who to her delight accosted her in English, for she was 
so excited that she felt her French slipping away from Jier as if 
it were a cloak. 

“ ’Ow can Hi serve you, Miss ? ” he said in an unctuous voice, 
as Amy hesitated in framing her request. 

“ Mr. Robert Merriam — was it he I saw enter here just now? ” 
she stammered. 

“ bit was. Miss,” replied the functionary. 

“ I must see him ; it is a matter of utmost importance,” said 
Amy, plucking up courage. “ Is this a club?” 

€t Yes, Miss, it is, a club of Hameyicans, chiefly hartists. Hi 
don’t see ’ow you can see Mr. Merriam, Miss, for lydies haren’t 
hexpected to come ’ere on hordinary dyes ; they ’as their hown dy 
once hin a month,” said the man, with commiseration for Amy’s 
evident distress. 

“ I tell you I must see him,” insisted Amy. “ Don’t be afraid 
of doing wrong; I assure you the members will never blame you — 
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oh, do take me to Mr. Merriam ! Don't stop to talk, I implore 
of you." 

“ Very well, Miss ; you see 'ow Hi'm placed," said the doubt- 
ing, but kindly creature. “ Foller me ; this wy. 'Ere's a young 
lydy, gentlemen, as hinsisted on hentering to see Mr. Robert 
Merriam." 

He drew aside the portiere veiling the entrance to the main 
room of the club from the hall, and Amy slipped swiftly by him, 
going straight toward Robert, and ignoring the .surprised faces of 
the other men standing around. 

“ Miss Alden ! " Merriam exclaimed, wheeling about to meet 
her, a confused mixture of many emotions rapidly following each 
other across his flushed face. 

“ Oh, Mr. Merriam, I am in desperate need of a friend, or I 
wouldn't have come here," gasped poor Amy. 

“ If you need a friend you know you can count on me wherever 
I am, but why did you refuse to see me when I called on you ? " 
said Robert, evidently struggling with a feeling of injury. 

“ I never refused to see you, Mr. Merriam ; I did not know you 
came — oh, it's all a part of the trouble I am in, and which you 
must help me out of," cried Amy. “ I have been a prisoner until 
to-day, when I escaped through the help of a servant ; if you don't 
help me I shall be as crazy as they accuse me of being. I saw you 
in the carriage just after I got out, and I followed you. It may be 
a dreadful thing I've done, but I can't help it — I don't even care 
much — it is all so dreadful, anyway." 

“ Try to be calm, Miss Alden, and Jell me precisely what is 
wrong," said Robert gently, unmistakable pleasure in his eyes, and 
greater cordiality in his manner when he heard Amy say that she 
had been ignorant of his visit to her. “ It is not possible that I 
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understand you to mean that you are a prisoner, and accused of 
insanity ! ” 

“ See here, Merriam,” said one of the older men standing near 
him. “ Take your friend into the reading-room and let her talk to 
you there; you will be quite aIone. ,, 

“ Would you rather?” asked Kobert, turning to Amy, then 
he added to his friends : “ Gentlemen, this is Miss Amy Alden, of 
New York, who crossed with my aunt and me a month ago. If she 
is in trouble we may all be able to help her, and I’m certain we 
would do it to a man.” 

A murmur of assent arose from the club ; to play knight errant 
to a lovely and oppressed young girl must always be an attractive 
r61e to the stronger sex. Amy turned at this introduction and 
tried to smile. “ I would rather tell my story to you all, if you 
don’t mind,” she said, "else you may think me dreadfully bold 
and careless to follow Mr. Merriam here; when you hear it you 
will understand that I am only desperate. And I must be brief, 
for I have to return to my hostess soon, or I shall get the girl 
to whom I owe this opportunity to seek for assistance into perhaps 
serious trouble.” 

“We shall not be inclined to uncharitable judgments, my 
dear, said an elderly man, with a gentle face. “ Drink this wine, 
then take this comfortable chair, and tell us all you want us to 
know, since you are good enough to include the club in your con- 
fidence.” 

Amy gratefully obeyed, and looking from one interested face to 
another, till her eyes rested on Robert’s and stayed there, she began 
to relate the story of her wrongs. 
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CHAPTER IV. 

A LIGHT AHEAD. 

Amy's audience listened with absorbed attention to the re- 
markable story she related. Occasionally an ejaculation which 
showed by its fervor and tone that it might have been an oath 
but for the young girl's presence, escaped one of the club mem- 
bers, but no one moved nor spoke until she had quite finished. 
Robert Merriam's face was a study in the complexity of human 
emotion as he heard her, and when the end of the story was 
reached he stood absolutely still, looking down upon Amy for a 
few moments as if he were stunned. 

“ Well, Merriafli," said one of the men impatiently, “ why don't 
you speak ? You are Miss Alden's friend, and so have the right to 
take the initiative. But we would like to hear what you purpose 
doing. If you don't get our consul and a flag to make it legal, and 
add a cannon to the collection, and go blow up that confounded 
house into a thousand pieces, we'll take a hand in the game and do 
it ourselves. If that — good gracious, Miss Alden, go out in the 
hall a minute and let me swear ! — well, if that miserable jade out 
of nobody-knows-where thinks she can abuse, rob, and persecute a 
pretty American girl like this we'll show her what's what." 

Robert Merriam stirred slowly; he was not quick to wrath, 
and his indignation was not of the sort that can vent itself in 
words. His face was white, and his eyes showed red in their brown 
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depths, but he spoke with a measured quiet that was in itself a 
danger sign. 

“ When we have decided what is the most effectual way to pun- 
ish the villainy I hardly think it will be necessary to urge me to 
action. The first step is to consider what course best serves Miss 
Alden.” 

“ The very first of first steps is to place Miss Alden where she 
will be treated like something else than a maniac or a felon,” said 
the old gentleman who had brought Amy the wine. “ Mrs. Car- 
men is still in England, I think you said?” 

“ Still in England,” assented Robert. 

“ Then if you will vouch for me, Merriam, and assure Miss 
Alden that she will be in safe keeping with us, I will beg her 
to go home with me, and let my wife look after her until her 
affairs are settled.” 

“ Really, that would be the very best possible plan,” said Robert 
with a look of relief. “ Dr. Helden and his wife are as delightful 
holts and as true friends as one could find, and I know they will 
be glad to do all they can for you at first out of the natural 
kindness of their hearts, and afterward — well, the only trouble 
will be to wrench you from their clutches to send you home to New 
York.” 

“ How good you all are to me,” said Amy, looking around at 
the little knot of flushed, excited faces with the confidence of a 
child, and with no consciousness of the strangeness of being 
there in a club of masculine strangers. Indeed, they did not seem 
to her like strangers, but old friends as she listened to the Ameri- 
can accent, and tasted the kindness and interest she so sorely 
needed. 

“It is more than kind of Dr. Helden to invite me to his 
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house, and I should be only too glad and grateful to go if I did 
not think it would be better to stay where I am. I will hurry 
home now — hurry back , I mean — for you know I promised the 
maid who let me escape to return before she could get into 
trouble for my sake, and I have come much farther than I 
dreamed of doing when I started out. I will leave you all to see 
that I am not spirited off to an insane asylum, and that I get my 
rights. I should really like, if my friends approve, to play out 
the role I have assumed, and lead Mademoiselle Merlet to believe 
that she was succeeding until the very last moment. I shall not 
mind being there in the least now that I know I am guarded, 
and no harm can befall me.” 

“ Upon my word, you are a plucky little woman, and I think 
you have the right idea,” cried the choleric person who had de- 
manded cannon and gunpowder. “ It would be no end of fun 
to keep up the play, and let the villain of the piece in for a tre- 
mendous surprise at the end ! ” 

But Robert shook his head. “ It does not strike me favorably 
to leave Miss Alden in the hands of such utterly unscrupulous 
people, even for one more night,” he said. “ As to your promise 
to the maid, you could not have foreseen that you were to find 
me, and without any other resources you would have been obliged 
to return. Such promises are certainly not binding; one would 
be warranted in promising almost anything he did not intend to 
perform to escape from such a situation as yours was. Besides, 
we will find the maid, and make it one of the best day’s work she 
ever did to free you; we oan get her employment, too, after we 
have rewarded her.” 

"But don’t you see that I should enjoy a little bit of re- 
venge. I will never prosecute Mademoiselle Merlet, but I should 
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dearly love to outwit her, and to disappoint her just when she 
thought the game won,” pleaded Amy. 

Again Robert Merriam shook his head. “The game is not 
worth the candle,” he said. “ She is likely to discover that you 
have been out in her absence — why, there’s the concierge — he 
probably saw you! — and she might do anything desperate; she 
seems thoroughly capable of universal evil, and though we might 
be able to rescue you in the end, it might take some time to do 
it — and we might fail. Be sensible, Miss Alden, and go with 
Doctor Helden.” 

“ I never break my word,” said Amy, “ and I promised to go 
back. Besides, I want to go. Let me have my way ; indeed, it is 
a better way, and one I strongly want to follow.” 

“ Let her go back if she will, Merriam,” said the doctor. “ I 
think there is little risk. We will give the story to the police, 
and they will make it impossible for Miss Alden to be spirited 
away. I rather admire her pluck in wishing to defeat her foes 
at their own game. So I’ll withdraw my claim to her for the 
present, only stipulating that she will promise not to leave Paris 
without paying us the visit she refuses us now.” 

“Thank you, Doctor Helden; I give the promise gladly, and 
you see I am scrupulous in fulfilling my promises,” said Amy. 
“ And now, Mr. Merriam, since you are finding me disagreeable 
and wilful, and you are going to let me have my own headstrong 
way, will you please call a cab and let me go back to jail ? ” 

“Very reluctantly,” said Robert gravely. “But one privi- 
lege I will claim ; you must let me drive back with you.” 

“ Oh, but if you were seen ! ” cried Amy. 

“ If I am seen it will be because you are seen, and if you are 
seen a little more or less doesn’t matter; they will not suspect 
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you of visiting friends, it is true, but they will know that you 
never went out alone without sending a message to some one. 
That is why I am most unwilling to let you return. But come, 
Miss Alden, since you will,” said Robert, taking his hat and 
holding back the portiere for Amy to pass. 

Amy turned back to the new friends who had been so con- 
siderate and kind to her. 

“ Au revoir,” she said, with a pretty half-shyness, now that 
she had time to remember herself, and realize that these were 
faces which an hour before she had never seen. "I feel in- 
debted to each one of you personally, and I should like to thank 
you if I knew how.” 

“ It is a very good sort of thanks to imply, as you have done, 
that we shall see you again, my dear,” said the good doctor. 
And each member of the club bade his little countrywoman a 
cordial “ au revoir,” wishing her good fortune and happiness. 

Robert handed Amy into the fiacre, and stepped into it him- 
self. STow that they were alone the pleasure he felt in seeing 
her again, and in knowing that she was not such a fickle friend 
as he had believed her when he was refused admittance to her 
temporary home, crept into his manner. But Amy was constrained 
and quiet until, at last, the reason for her being so came out. 

“I suppose I must tell you,” she said suddenly, as they 
neared the point at which they had agreed to dismiss the fiacre in 
order to approach Mademoiselle Merlet’s apartment on foot to 
escape notice. “ I am not only going to let you pay the cabman 
for me, but I am going to borrow of you the sum I paid the 
driver of the other cab. I have plenty of money,” she added 
hastily, interrupting his eager offers to be her banker to any 
amount, "but I suspect my purse is opened when I am not in 
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my room, and its ‘ contents noted/ as people say in answering 
letters. I shouldn’t care to have any part of them missing; they 
would suspect I had been sending telegrams — and I haven’t, you 
know,” Amy added, laughing. 

Robert transferred from his wallet and coat pocket into 
Amy’s small pocketbook the exact sum her expedition had cost 
her; it gave him a singular happiness to perform this trifling 
service, a feeling of home and domesticity. Perhaps, if ever 
there be an exact moment when such things happen, it was then 
that the cordial liking he entertained toward Amy took on an- 
other, warmer tint. 

"Would you mind waiting for me five minutes in this 
church ? ” asked Amy, as they descended from the fiacre and dis- 
missed it in front of one of the older edifices in the quarter 
where Amy was staying. " You are a Catholic, you told me, and 
I want to say one tiny prayer ; I haven’t said a prayer in a church 
since I left New York.” 

"Don’t they take you to church?” asked Robert. 

"Yes, that’s the trouble; they do take me there, and I can’t 
get prayers up to heaven with the doctor, or worse still, that 
dreadful Count at my side; Mademoiselle never goes to church, 
which is rather a comfort if she is persistently wicked — perhaps 
that will be further proof that she is an American,” Amy added, 
with a smile. 

Her visit to the fine old church was as brief as she had prom- 
ised it should be, and she and Robert came out into the bright 
sunshine once more to pursue the rest of their way on foot. As 
they turned to cross the open square which would shorten the 
distance, they saw a knot of people gathered at its further con- 
fine, and others still hastening toward them. 
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"What is it?” Robert demanded of a boy who had nearly 
knocked Amy down in his haste. 

" Some one’s hurt,” replied the boy without slackening speed. 
"Hurry, and you’ll see him carried off.” 

Not precisely sharing the gamin’s enthusiasm for horrors, 
Robert and Amy slackened their pace, but their course lay di- 
rectly in the line of the accident, and, in spite of their aversion 
to doing so, they arrived just in time to see the crowd divide, 
and a figure which had lain on the grass, concealed by the people, 
lifted up to be placed in an ambulance which had just come on 
the scene. 

" It is a woman,” said Robert. And at the same instant, as 
the limp form was turned to get it into the ambulance, Amy saw 
the face, and cried: "Why, it’s Sophie!” 

" Wait here,” said Robert briefly, and sprang forward to tell 
the ambulance surgeon who the woman was, and where to com- 
municate with her employer; but the crowd, not understanding 
the reason for his action, got in his way, and before he could 
make his desire clear the ambulance door was closed, and the 
vehicle was speeding down the street with the noiseless rapidity 
of its kind. 

"It really doesn’t matter that I failed to catch him,” said 
Robert, returning to Amy. "It will be easy to discover where 
Sophie is ; your friends, the doctor, or the legal Count will find 
her. What happened ? ” he asked a man standing near. 

" She was struck by a passing automobile truck and knocked 
down; she was unconscious, and it is possible is badly hurt. 
They are murderers of women and little children, the great lum- 
bering things, without heart or conscience!” 

Amy could hardly forbear smiling at the picture of an auto- 
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mobile possessing either, though she was very much shocked and 
alarmed at poor Sophie’s mishap. She wondered how the girl 
had chanced to leave the house alone, and what errand had led 
her to her fate. 

It was not much farther now to the apartment, and Amy 
begged Robert to let her finish her walk alone. But he was thor- 
oughly determined to take her to the very door; perhaps he did 
not share her desire to remain undetected, feeling that there was 
safety for Amy if the fact were known that she had friends who 
were aware of her plight. 

• “ When are we to meet again, and how? ” asked Robert. “ If 

I come here to see you, and succeed in forcing an entrance, the 
game is up, for they will be well aware that I do not accept a 
substitute for the Miss Alden with whom I crossed.” 

“ You can’t come here quite yet,” said Amy. “ I really wish 
to see how this affair will develop, and I’m sure I shall be safe. 
I’ll tell you!” she added with a sudden illumination. “ We’ll 
make a Loma Doone-John Ridd arrangement! If I want you 
I’ll put a lamp in that window — that’s my room — and wrap a red 
scarf around the shade. When you see that you are to go to the 
police, and rescue me. Not seeing it, you are to know I am well 
and in no new trouble. I would rather not make a fuss about 
Mademoiselle Merlet’s treatment of me, because it would get into 
the American papers, and nearly, if not quite, kill grandpa. 
Then, as I have said, I want to win the game by outwitting my 
foes. So please keep still and hidden till I send you word that 
you are to appear. If only I can get into the house to-day with- 
out being seen, and if only you would please, please go back 
now ! ” 

“ Miss Alden, have you forgotten — but no, you never knew. 
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•because this is the first time you have been out alone since you 
came — the concierge is certain to see you on your return,” said 
Robert. “ It would have no effect for you to appeal to him ; even 
though you gave him money I wouldn’t trust him to be enough 
afraid of gentle little you, with your disadvantage of looking so 
very young, to insure silence. I am going to him boldly* give 
him a pour boire, which ought to guarantee him against thirst 
for many a day to come, and sternly bid him not to have eyes 
nor ears nor memory for your passing him either way to-day. 
At the same time I shall convey to him that much greater bene- 
fits await him in the future if he is discreet. He will discover I 
am an American — they always spot us — and will believe that I 
hold the possibilities of a gold mine — one of the fallacies of the 
European mind in regard to us, you know. So I hope he will keep 
quiet, since you wish it, though personally I would rather he 
would speak out. I am going up to the very threshold, so please 
submit gracefully to my inevitability, Miss Alden ” 

“ Your what ? ” laughed Amy. But she gave up hope of ar- 
riving unattended. 

As they came up to the door Amy stood still in despair ; the 
result she had feared had come to pass, and with excess. There, 
approaching the house from the opposite direction, at precisely 
the same distance from it as themselves, she saw the Count de 
Fontanges. He had not yet seen Amy and her escort, but she had 
only time to let Robert know who they were on the point of en- 
countering before they were quite at the door, with the Count 
also before its dark portal staring at them. 

Robert removed his hat with extreme politeness, but the 
Count’s deportment failed him; he did not so much as uncover 
to Amy. Standing with his gloved hands holding his walking 
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stick behind his back, he glowered at Robert from beneath his 
shining hat. 

“ May I inquire who you are ? ” he said at last, ignoring Amy 
as if he longed to quarrel, and so addressed the one person with 
whom a quarrel was possible. 

“ By all means. But Monsieur can easily conceive that there 
may be situations in which one may prefer concealing one’s 
identity. If he is not in a like situation himself it would in- 
terest me to hear his distinguished name,” said Robert with 
mock deference. 

“ I can easily understand that a person who has the insolence 
to intrude on a young stranger from Am — from Spain, and pur- 
sue her even to her own home, may prefer to remain unknown,” 
sneered the Count. “ My dear Mademoiselle Merlet,” he added, 
turning to Amy with softened voice and manner, “why did you 
not call upon the gens d’armes, if necessary, for protection? 
You can not think that Paris allows her visitors to be annoyed 
by strangers. And when wo are alone you shall tell me how you 
happen to be in the street without my arm to shield you.” 

Amy saw Robert flush under the implication of the Count’s 
manner of a right to intimacy and confidence; she drew away 
from the man, resolved not to betray, either then or later, 
whether or not Robert was indeed a stranger or an old acquaint- 
ance. Turning to him she said : 

“Thank you very much for bringing me here safely. This 
is where I live, and rest assured I am quite safe now. Good-by.” 

Robert bowed over the little hand she extended, and with a 
farewey glare at the Count, which that gentleman returned with 
interest, was gone. 

In spite of her assurances of courage Amy’s heart sank as 
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she heard the retreating tap of his boot heels on the flagstones ; 
she wondered if she was really as safe as she had insisted that she 
was, and whether she had not been utterly foolish in thrusting her 
head once more into the noose. 

The Count, holding the door open for her to pass, watched 
her narrowly. 

“ Mademoiselle, I am waiting your pleasure,” he said. 

“ When it pleases you, or rather at once if it please you, I should 
like an explanation of to-day’s adventure, and to be told who is 
that young Apollo whose impertinence I hope one day to pun- 
ish.” 

Amy turned on him a smile of provoking coolness. “ Neither 
at once, nor at any time shall I explain to you what you call to- 
day’s adventure, nor, supposing I know, shall I ever tell you 
who my escort was. Not because there is any mystery in my ac- 
tions, nor anything to conceal, but simply because you have no 
right to question me, nor to assume the faintest semblance to 
authority over me. That is my final answer, Monsieur le Comte 
de Fontanges, and if you are wise you will accept it as such. One 
thing only I will tell you in connection with my absence from 
my prison; Sophie went out, and will not return. She has been 
injured in a street accident, and carried to the hospital. I — or 
rather the young man you saw — tried to overtake the ambulance 
to give the surgeon her name, and this address, but failed to do 
so. I should suggest that instead of wasting more time on me, 
you set about discovering poor Sophie.” 

They were in Mademoiselle Merlet’s apartment by this time, 
and the Count threw down his hat and gloves with a smile that 
was intended to convey entire reassurance. “ I see it all!” he * 
cried. “ Sophie went out, was hurt; you saw the accident, and 
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like the angel you are ran to rescue her! You are too sweetly 
modest to betray your own goodness ! I might have guessed that 
you had been on an errand of mercy ! Sophie can wait ; we shall 
find her in good time. She deserves to suffer for having left you 
alone. Henceforth, my charming Mademoiselle Merlet, we shall 
see that you are not so neglected, or left to the chance blackleg for 
protection ; I will make you more than ever my personal charge, 
the happiest task of my life ! ” 

Amy felt the threat under his velvet manner, felt still more 
the impertinent admiration he concealed when the real Made- 
moiselle Merlet was present. Fear of the man, and dislike, pos- 
sessed her; she thought with longing of the true faces she had 
seen smiling at her that day, and wished she were with good 
Doctor Helden and his wife. The memory of her compact with 
Robert cheered her; if worst came to worst there was the light 
in the window, and a strong heart outside to reply to her signal. 
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CHAPTEB V. 

ROBERT MERRIAM AND THE COUNT EXCHANGE ROLES. 

Count de Eontanges decided that in this case only a faint 
heart could win the fair lady with whom he was then dealing. In 
other words, that if he ventured to persist in his demand to know 
precisely what Amy had been about the chance of making her 
like him would be very slender. Not that he had any ground for 
supposing that she regarded him with so much as the dawn of 
favor as it was, but Monsieur de Fontanges was one of that sort 
of men who finds it difficult to conceive of any woman with a 
mind so benighted as not to percfeive his charms if he chose to 
manifest them. 

And he was beginning to choose very decidedly that this little 
stranger should not merely perceive, but appreciate them at their 
utmost value. Frequently, when his own inclination, or the ful- 
filment of their contract brought him to Mademoiselle Merlet’s 
apartment for long and intimate visits, he found himself looking 
from his confederate to Amy’s blooming young beauty, and won- 
dering how long he could resist the inclination to betray Mademoi- 
selle Merlet in favor of the girl they were wronging.^ And the an- 
swer was daily taking more definite shape in his mind: Only 
so long as he should be in doubt as to Amy’s subsequent treat- 
ment of him, for he was past the age — if it had ever been his — 
when he would be willing to risk material gain for sentiment, 
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and he was more than certain of Mademoiselle Merletfs inten- 
tions toward him. 

Hence, under the circumstances, he found that it behooved 
him to make equally certain of Amy’s regard. Possessing that, he 
would throw over the plot concocted with Mademoiselle Merlet, 
and be rewarded according to his deserts with the money, and a 
lovely wife. Not to debar himself at the outset from a consum- 
mation so devoutly to be wished for, he restrained his intense 
curiosity in regard to the events of that day, nor pestered Amy 
with questions — a forbearance she noted, and set down to his 
credit with more tolerance toward him because of it than she had 
yet felt. 

But prudence did not warrant th£ Count de Fontanges in 
keeping Amy’s secrets from Mademoiselle Merlet. That lady 
returned at dusk, and was told by Amy herself of Sophie’s mis- 
hap, and how she, in crossing the square, had seen the maid 
carried away to a hospital. Cross-examination from Mademoi- 
selle Merlet drew from truthful Amy the fact that she had gone 
out, leaving Sophie in the house, and the discovery so enraged 
Mademoiselle Merlet that she refused point-blank to look for the 
girl, declaring herself indifferent to her fate, and unconnected 
with it, since by her negligence in guarding Amy she had dis- 
missed herself from Mademoiselle Merlet’s employment. 

But*no amount of questioning elicited from Amy anything 
further in connection with her adventures, beyond her denial of 
having penned a line, or sent a message to any one, and, though 
it puzzled her jailer, Amy saw that she believed her, for experi- 
ence was teaching Mademoiselle Merlet that her little victim 
scorned a lie. 

It was with no little excitement that she heard later the story 
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of Robert's appearance at her gates. Count de Fontanges waited 
until Amy had excused herself and gone to her room, as usual, 
leaving him alone with Mademoiselle Merlet, before informing 
his confederate how he had been faced by an impudent scoun- 
drel, who refused to give his name, and who had dared walk with 
their pretty young charge to her hostess' very door. 

“I pretended that I thought him a stranger who had pre- 
sumed to follow her, but I confess to you that the recollection 
of the telegram fortunately intercepted by M. le Docteur Roger 
on the very day of the girl's arrival, and its announcement that 
a certain Robert Merriam had arrived from England, and the 
subsequent call — the vain attempt to see her on the part of that 
same Monsieur Merriam, flashed across my mind. Is it possible 
that, in spite of our vigilance, she has secret means of com- 
municating with this person, and went to him? If that were so 
our situation would be most unpleasant! But, no — she is so 
frank, so innocent, it would be impossible to conceive of her cor- 
responding secretly with any man but her brother ! " Count de 
Fontanges ended his remarks with a sigh that seemed to imply 
that he and Mademoiselle Merlet were Amy's tenderest kindred 
who had a right to supervise her correspondence, and select her 
friends. 

Mademoiselle Merlet had listened in stony attention to his 
somewhat lengthy rehearsal of his views; now she frowned, not 
relishing the note of admiration for Amy which had uncon- 
sciously crept into his voice as he concluded. 

“As to our charge's frankness and innocence," she said 
sharply, “ American girls are very unlike us, my friend. What 
would seCm to me dreadful would probably appear commonplace, 
if not correct, to this girl. Then you forget that she would deny 
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our right to control her, and consider correspondence which might 
serve her perfectly warrantable though carried on without our 
knowledge. Sophie has proved treacherous once; she may have 
been serving Elise all along.” 

“ I really do not believe so,” said the Count. And realizing 
that he had made a mistake, he added: “ Is it necessary to give 
this girl her borrowed name when we are alone? You can con- 
ceive reasons why it pains me to hear it applied to another, when 
it has been so long associated in my mind with one absorbing per- 
sonality.” 

Mademoiselle Merlet had the ready vanity of a cunning woman 
who thinks no one can deceive her. She smiled approvingly, and 
said : “ You know it is to accustom myself to its use, my friend. 
You should not be too sensitive. And now describe the person 
whom you saw. Sophie gave me an exact description of the Mr. 
Merriam whom we turned from our door.” 

"I suppose he would be called handsome by those who see 
beauty in blond men, as I never can,” began the Count — he was 
a brunette himself. “ He is tall, well-built, has but a mustache, 
brown eyes, light hair, and might easily be mistaken for a gentle- 
man.” 

Mademoiselle laughed lightly; she was not destitute of a sense 
of humor. 

“ Allowing for the difference between your prejudice and So- 
phie’s enthusiasm for a handsome man, your description tallies,” 
she said. “ However it came about, she must have seen her friend. 
Merriam. In the morning I will examine the girl, and I feel sure 
that I can find out if Sophie has been undermining us all this 
time. I do not believe she has ; chiefly because I took the precau- 
tion to watch the oontents of the new Mademoiselle Merlet’s purse. 
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and nothing has disappeared from it, not the smallest sou. I 
doubt Sophie's serving her for love, or even on trust. Sophie is 
not one to do anything for either love or trust." 

Count de Fontanges regarded her with admiration; it was 
strokes of genius like these which held a remnant of his affection 
true to Mademoiselle Merlet. He was gifted by nature with the 
ability to appreciate this especial sort of cleverness. 

“ You are a marvel, dear Elise," he murmured. “ In earlier 
days you would have risen high through political intrigue, and 
might have shone at a court. I have a suggestion to offer: Let 
me run over to England and find the respected aunt of this Robert 
Merriam. The imitation (the feeble imitation) Elise, has told us 
that she crossed with an aunt of this young man's. Do you re- 
member? It was the one slip she has made in which she betrayed 
the slightest clew to her friends on this side. You kept his visit- 
ing-card; it bore the address of his London club, as well as the 
Parisian one. At the latter we should find him only ; at the Lon- 
don one I might learn something of the aunt, and if she is still 
there, as I fancy she is, and I called on her, telling her of the 
sweet young American's plight, and that her mind was unsettled, 
she might recall her nephew from Paris and from acting in her 
behalf, since she could hardly desire him to connect himself with 
one whose mind was affected." 

This time it was Mademoiselle MerlePs turn to regard her con- 
federate with admiration. “ It is not a so-bad suggestion, my 
friend," she said, “ except that the plan is based on the assumption 
that the lady has remained in London, while her nephew came 
here. What reason have you for that conclusion?" 

“ Because, if she were here, is it likely that Monsieur Merriam 
would not have taken his compatriot to her?" asked Count de 
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Fontanges. u Is it probable if he had any one in whose charge he 
could place her that he would allow her to return to us ? It stands 
to reason that the aunt is still in England, but he may call her 
here at once; he certainly will apply to the American consul in 
the girl’s behalf. I think the very best thing to be done is to see 
the old lady and arouse her to rescue her nephew from mixing 
himself up in an affair that is hopeless." 

He arose as he spoke to take his departure, and Mademoiselle 
Merlet arose too. 

“ Very well ; it really is not a bad idea, my friend," she said. 
“ Go, then, but do not tarry. We shall miss you." 

The Count bowed over the hand she extended with an air of 
pensive graciousness. 

“ Is it likely that I shall tarry, when England is cold and sun- 
less, and all the warmth and sweetness of life is in France ? " he 
said. 

At breakfast the following morning Mademoiselle Merlet set 
herself to discovering whether her former maid had been serving 
Amy ever since her arrival. She tried to do so adroitly, but Amy 
saw clearly whither her questions tended, and having nothing to 
conceal nor to gain in hiding the truth, met her half-way with 
apparent unconsciousness. In a short time Mademoiselle Merlet 
was satisfied that it was not through Sophie that her prisoner had 
found Kobert. But when she tried to push her investigations 
further, she was met with baffling replies, and finally was reduced 
to asking outright who the person was who, as she had learned 
from Monsieur le Comte de Fontanges, had escorted her to the 
door on the preceding afternoon, and whether her “ dear little 
Elise " had never seen him before, for she added, “ in that case you 
must have been dreadfully alarmed.” 
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Amy smiled into her face^with the inscrutability of a rosy- 
cheeked young sphinx. 

“ Mademoiselle Merlet,” she said, “ on that point I shall be 
entirely silent. If I was frightened my terror is past ; I am safe 
here, of course. No harm befell me yesterday, and the mystery of 
my adventure will remain unenlightened by a syllable either way 
from me.” 

Mademoiselle Merlet recognized defeat, and in the face of it 
she resolved upon a desperate course. She had Robert’s address, 
having treasured the visiting-card which Amy had never received, 
and she determined to go to the young man and tell him, with 
every appearance of frankness, how distressed she was at the men- 
tal condition of her charge, which showed itself only in regard to 
her own identity ; that the girl persistently called herself by her — 
Mademoiselle Merlet’s — name, and applied her own to her hostess. 
She mapped out the conversation as she poured and handed Amy 
her second cup of coffee. She would tell Monsieur sadly that she 
feared from what she had learned that the delusion had already 
manifested itself in New York, for she had been listed among the 
Etruria’s passengers as Amy Alden. It would never do to tell 
this young man who had crossed with her that Amy had come 
from Spain, but the discrepancies between her tale to him and to 
others might never appear; in any case that was a future issue. 
If she could only succeed in getting this young man to listen to 
her, he might pity Amy as much as he pleased, but he would not 
stir in her behalf; it was certainly worth trying, and as early as 
she could get to him, before he had a chance to go to the consul. 

“ Elise, my pet,” she said sweetly, “ it is going to be a heavenly 
day, and you ara not seeing half I want you to of the charms of 
this splendid city. I am called out for a while and I am going 
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to arrange for yon a little pleasure. I will telephone Bertrand 
Boger to come here at once to take you to the Louvre till luncheon. 
Get ready, and look your prettiest, for Monsieur Bertrand ap- 
preciates your beauty. He will be here by the time you are 
dressed.” 

Amy made no objection; indeed, the plan pleased her. The 
younger Boger was not disagreeable, and the fleeting glimpse she 
had had of the Louvre had made her hungry for another. Under 
the escort of Monsieur Boger she left the house for the Louvre 
at the same time that her hostess quitted it for another destination, 
little suspected by Amy, but which, if she had known of it, would 
not have caused her a more serious sensation than a strong desire 
to laugh. 

Mademoiselle Merlet went directly to Bobert Merriam’s rooms. 
Giving, as she did, the name of Alden, she was sent directly up 
to him, for he had given directions that if at any time a message 
from Miss Alden were to come for him there must not be a mo- 
ment lost in getting it to him. 

Bobert stood brushing the coat which should have been on his 
back to. receive a lady properly, when Mademoiselle Merlet 
knocked at his door. Thinking her a pair of shoes ordered two 
days before, he called out : “ Entrez,” and added, without looking 
up from the sleeve from which he was carefully picking adhering 
lint : “ You've been a long time getting here ! ” 

"I did not know that Mr. Merriam expected me,” said a 
woman's voice demurely, and Bobert faced about with a start. 

“ I beg your pardon,” he stammered, staring amazedly at the 
unexpected apparition. “ You — you speak English ? And you're 
not shoes? You see I thought you were shoes,” he added, wrig- 
* gling rapidly into his coat. 
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I am not shoes,” said Mademoiselle Merlet smiling, and tak- 
ing a few steps toward him. “ I have your permission to enter? 
And close the door? Thank you. I wish to see you on confiden- 
tial and melancholy business.” And before Robert had time 
more than to realize that this must be the introduction to some- 
thing unpleasant, she added : W I am Miss Amy Alden.” 

“ You are — good gracious ! ” ejaculated Robert, and stared the 
harder. 

“ You are surprised,” said Mademoiselle Merlet gently, seating 
herself on a small couch as she spoke. “ It is natural, for I am 
not the young lady bearing that name with whom you crossed on 
the Etruria.” 

“ Not precisely,” said Robert, bluntly. 

“ It is because I am such a poor substitute for her — as I de- 
tect from your tone you think — that the case is particularly pa- 
thetic,” said Mademoiselle Merlet. “ So young, so beautiful, So 
sweetly amiable and attractive, but alas, so ill ! I speak of Elise 
Merlet, the lovely girl you knpw, and who firmly believes that 
she and I have exchanged identity. It grieves me unspeakably, 
and I can only hope and pray for her restoration, for I love her 
tenderly — who could help it, poor child ? I have learned that she 
crossed on the Etruria bearing my name — ■” 

“ Her grandfather gave her into the captain’s charge under 
that name too ; how do you account for that ? ” demanded Robert. 

His visitor looked grave, as if she were charitably considering 
an incriminating fact that was new to her. u That should point to 
dishonest dealing,” she said slowly. “ But, no— let us hope not ! 
Perhaps there is some mistake; it can not be there is a plot to 
send her here under the assumption of my name for base ends ! 
Nothing, nothing could make me believe that that dear girl has 
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any part in such a scheme ! She is honor, candor, goodness itself ! 
No ; if any one has done such a thing, her innocent, diseased mind 
has no share in the plan ! Let us leave the solution of that part 
of the case to the future, Mr. Merriam. Elise is here, in my care, 
and it is with her only we have to deal now ; she only who should 
be considered. Permit me to tell you the whole story, and beg you 
to advise me ; I feel sure you are interested in her. I have been 
trying for some time to get courage enough to come here for this 
purpose ” — which was not as veracious a statement as it might 
have been — “ for I could not ask you to come to me without dis- 
turbing dear Elise, who would have known of your visit. You 
will understand that I was obliged to refuse you the day you 
called, for when your card was brought me I knew you were labor- 
ing under a misapprehension, and intended the visit for the one 
you supposed to be Miss Alden. I did not want her to meet any 
one outside those who are, in a sense, of her family, until I had 
prepared you to act prudently toward her.” 

Bobert listened, his wrath giving way to wonder, as he noted 
the kindly candor so successfully simulated by his visitor. “ Al- 
most would you persuade me,” he thought in the words of St. 
Paul. And suddenly there flashed into his mind the determina- 
tion to act a part himself, to seem convinced by Mademoiselle 
Merletfs tale as it continued, and lend himself to the further de- 
velopment of the plot. It would be interesting to try his hand at 
amateur theatricals, with the broad stage of Paris for their set- 
ting, and could do no harm. 

“ Mademoiselle — pardon me, I fall naturally into the French 
form, for it is difficult to adjust my mind to such a complete 
change of view — ” To save his life Robert could not force his lips 
to address this woman by Amy's name yet. “ You will understand 
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that you are surprising me unspeakably. I had not the most re- 
mote suspicion that my pretty shipmate was deranged ; it is hard 
to credit it even now. But I know that insanity is most illusive in 
its forms, and the wise man only asks for proofs of almost any 
incredible statement. I met Miss — I met your charge but yester- 
day; she seemed to me quite rational. We walked together, and I 
saw no change in her. Still, if, as you say, the trouble dates back 
to American residence, why, there would naturally be no change.” 
He talked as if he were thinking aloud, but he watched Made- 
moiselle Merlet furtively, and saw the irrepressible flash of tri- 
umph in her eyes. 

“ Pray proceed ; I will try not to interrupt, and hear you can- 
didly,” Robert added. 

Mademoiselle Merlet cast down her eyes, and resumed her 
story with the same air of repressed anxiety, and desire to touch 
lightly on disagreeable facts; it was a manner calculated to de- 
ceive and disarm antagonism. u Decidedly, this woman should 
have chosen the stage for her profession,” thought Robert, study- 
ing her. 

As she talked, the keynote of her character became apparent to 
her listener. Vanity, of the most credulous sort, was her weak- 
ness; by this means he might outwit her. 

He heard her to the end. When she had quite finished he said : 
“ I have never heard a more interesting story. You are to be com- 
miserated ; I had no thought that I could credit it when you began, 
but your manner foroes me to change my mind. I will treat Made- 
moiselle Blise with the consideration her sad condition deserves 
if I meet her again. She has been my good fairy, for to her I 
owe acquaintance with one whose like I never should have dared 
hope to find. Surely one so used to admiration will not disdain 
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the homage of a man who, though to-day a stranger to her, ven- 
tures to hope he may not always remain unknown.” 

Mademoiselle Merlet suffered the delight this speech gave her 
to escape into her face. 

“ If I can trust you to do no harm to dear Elise,” she said, “ I 
should gladly welcome you to my house. We intend taking the 
poor, sweet little one to the charity ball on Tuesday ; there is no 
reason why she should not see and enjoy the pleasures from which 
her condition do not debar her. Perhaps- Mr. Merriam will also 
be present ? ” 

“ With the greatest delight,” said Robert, this time sincerely. 
“ May I hope you will honor me with as many dances as you can 
wrest from other claimants ? ” 

“ Good-by,” said Mademoiselle Merlet, coquettishly holding 
out her hand. “ As to the dances, we shall see. I thank you very 
much for your attention and sympathy; I shall feel that I have 
one of my own countrymen to share my responsibility, and that 
will be such a comfort. However kind others may be, they can not 
be like our very own.” 

“ Indeed, no,” said Robert. “ Thank you for the honor of 
your visit. With your permission I shall lose no time in seeking 
you.” 

He bowed her out, and returned to pace the floor and consider 
the new development of a case which was fast growing into ex- 
citing sport. And it was no small consolation to know that if it 
turned too dangerous it lay in his power to cut it short at any 
moment. As to Mademoiselle Merlet, she hastened homeward to 
find Bertrand Roger, and dispatch him to stop the Count's jour- 
ney to England, no longer necessary now that she had won Robert 
to her side. 
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Roger had returned with Amy not ten minutes before Made- 
moiselle entered the house; the latter instantly bade him fly to 
seek the Count, and stay him. Young Roger, hastening to the 
Counts lodgings, found him started on his journey a quarter of 
an hour before his arrival. Driving rapidly to the station in pur- 
suit of him, he found him arranging the contents of his valise in 
his compartment of the railway train which was to take him to 
Dieppe. 

Bertrand Roger thrust a smiling face in the window. “ Come 
back, Fontanges ; I am sent by the duchess ” — by which name they 
nicknamed their feminine confederate — “to summon you,” he 
said. “No need of going to England! The duchess has seen 
Merriam, and convinced him that she is the true Amy' Alden. 
She has broken the bank, and holds all the winnings. Get out of 
the carriage, and come back to love and duty, and congratulate the 
lady, who is more than ever pleased with herself.” 
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CHAPTER VI. 

THE CHABITY BALL. 

Robebt Mebbiam went to the club the evening following his 
surprising visit. He found those of his friends there whom he 
counted upon finding, the men who had been present when Amy 
made her unexpected apparition at the club. 

“ This seems to be the era of the goddesses descending among 
mortals,” Robert said, leaning against one side of the fireplace, 
and looking around at the five men before him. “ Another Miss 
Alden has favored me with a visit, this time at my lodgings ; she 
is the real Miss Alden, you understand.” 

“No — how should we?” said the man who had advised ex- 
treme measures when Amy had told them her tale ; he had a big 
beard and a merry twinkle in his eyes. “ You will have to speak 
simply, according to our powers of understanding, Merriam ; not 
in parables.” 

“ You are what the Scotch school of novelists have taught us 
to call ( slow in the uptak/ Romaine,” said Doctor Holden. “ I 
understand what Merriam means. He has been favored with a 
visit from the pleasant person, and * perfect lady/ who is keeping 
our pretty little friend a prisoner, and masquerading under her 
name. A delightful experience it must have been! Did you 
throttle her, Merriam, and conceal the evidences of your crime? * 

“ Not I,” said Robert, thrusting one hand in his trousers pocket 
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as he settled his shoulder more exactly under the mantelpiece. 
“ On the contrary, I listened till I seemed convinced by her tale, 
and received as a reward not merely an invitation to be present at 
the public charity ball, to which she is to take her charge, but to 
her own house. She — the so-called Miss Alden — labors under an 
illusion of her own ; she thinks that she is charming to the sterner 
sex, and so I could do no less than be charmed. She has promised 
to danoe with me, and has appealed to my discretion not to injure, 
by espousing her cause, the poor girl who is staying with her, and 
who believes, in her deluded mind, that she is Amy Alden. She 
couldn’t let me see this girl — whom she always calls ‘ dear Elise,’ 
by the way — until I understood the situation, and it is not im- 
possible that this hint helped my wits considerably. At any rate 
this new acquaintance and I parted on the most amicable terms, 
and I am looking forward to some pleasant hours before the cur- 
tain falls at the end of the farce.” 

“ Well, of all the rascals ! ” cried Romaine, throwing back his 
head to laugh his infectious peal. “Do you mean to tell me 
that that woman — who, from Miss Alden’s account of her, must 
have her share of brains — do you mean to say she was taken in by 
your sudden conversion to her side ? ” 

“It wasn’t as sudden as it sounds, told in a few words,” 
said Robert. “There is no doubt she thought her plan had 
worked with me. You are not making quite enough allowance for 
the operation of vanity ; you know persons with plenty of conceit 
may be as incredulous as possible on all other subjects, but are 
ready to swallow the most improbable flattery of themselves. 
Mademoiselle Merlet, as I told you, thinks she is what the small 
boy at home would call ‘ a winner.’ So it was likely, to her mind, 
that she had won. But what I want you to do, every one of you. 
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is turn out in full force at the charity ball, and take a hand in 
the game, according to chance, and your natural talents. I shall 
be under surveillance, and I doubt getting a chance to speak to 
Am — to Miss Alden for a moment. But you will be able to ap- 
proach her, and I want you to make her understand that every- 
thing^ all right, and appearances deceptive. Besides, I saw that 
precious Count the day I took Miss Alden back from here — ran 
into him at the very door — and I think he must be a most un- 
pleasant acquaintance for a young girl. Perhaps at the ball she 
will be very glad to find some decent Americans to protect her 
from his too assiduous attentions/ 9 

“ So you consider us decent Americans ? Much obliged, for 
my part," said Romaine. 

“Take you all in all, yes," replied Robert. “Almost any 
% 

American, understanding Americans and the way our girls are 
brought up, would be a relief to her after that Fontanges." 

“Well, we’ll all go to the ball, unless you except me," said 
Doctor Helden. 

“ And you are one of the most necessary ones to get there," 
said Robert. 

“ Oh, Helden will go ; he is past dancing, but he likes to eat 
a supper as well as he does to prohibit others the same pleasure," 
said Romaine. “We’ll all go." And rising to his feet he sang: 

“ Yankee Doodle came to town, 

And found John Crapaud plotting; 

He went to dance till he fell down 
To prove he'd not forgotting — how! ” 

“You are a blooming idjit, Romaine," laughed Robert, as 
Romaine brought out the extra word in his song as a sort of cheer 
at the end* 
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“ Idjits are born, not made, though we are always getting ad- 
vice relative to not making fools of ourselves. I can't help being 
one," retorted Bomaine. 

“ Well, you'll show up at the ball on Tuesday in the full glory 
of your blameless folly, then," said Bobert, going toward the 
inner room where he had left his coat. “And all the rest of 
you ? " 

“ Every one of us," responded the club loyally, and as Bobert 
closed the outer door he heard the “ Star Spangled Banner " from 
within, expressing his friends' determination to stick to their 
post of protectors of their young countrywoman. 

The charity ball was to be an affair of the most splendid sort, 
public in the sense that tickets for it were to be purchased, yet 
restricted, inasmuch as these tickets were to be sold only to those 
whose introduction to the committee was so unimpeachable that 
there could be no possible risk of admitting any one whose re- 
spectability was not guaranteed. The building in which it was 
to be held had been a magnificent mansion, built by suddenly ac- 
quired wealth under the second empire. It stood amid spacious 
grounds, a small artificial lake increasing its splendor, especially 
at night, when kindly shadows concealed the fact that the lake 
was rather too large for its surroundings. Held in dubious tenure 
by the sole remaining descendant of the successful bourgeois fam- 
ily who had built it, and who gladly supplemented his slender in- 
come by renting it for such uses, the great house frequently 
figured in public balls, bazars, sometimes marriages, and for these 
it made a gorgeous setting when its trees were hung with lanterns, 
its balconies adorned with rugs, and its lake set with floats bear- 
ing many colored lights. 

It would not have been possible that Amy should not have 
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welcomed the surprising news that she was to be shown one of the 
famous Parisian balls, and she threw herself into the preparations 
for it with natural youthful enthusiasm. 

Mademoiselle Merlet was kindly interested in her gown, and 
helped Amy get ready the soft floating white material, in which, 
as suitable to her role of jeune file, she was to be attired. Made- 
moiselle Merlet’s own preparations were much more elaborate; 
lacking more money than she needed for necessities, Mademoi- 
selle Merlet set about supplying the deficiency by her own skill, 
and succeeded with the deftness and cleverness of her race. Amy 
could not but wonder at the way in which she constructed out 
of unpromising materials a rainbow harmony of great beauty. 
Mademoiselle Merlet had maintained strict silence in regard to 
her visit to Robert, and Amy little dreamed that, as she fashioned 
her beautiful gown, it was her intention to complete in it the 
subjugation of the handsome American, and by strengthening the 
admiration for her which she believed she had already awakened, 
convince him that she must be the true Miss Alden. 

The night of the ball was beautiful, bright with stars, warm 
and soft in temperature and winds. Amy was full of excitement 
as she and Mademoiselle Merlet, accompanied by Sophie’s suc- 
cessor, stepped into the coach, followed by a second containing 
Count de Fontanges and Bertrand Roger. 

It was a long drive to the house where the ball was to be held, 
and Mademoiselle Merlet was silent during its course. Occasion- 
ally, as a street light threw its beams on their faces, Amy fancied 
her companion looked at her with a curious smile, and again with 
anxiety, but she was too interested in what lay before her, and too 
contented in knowing that her simple white gown was most be- 
coming to pay much heed to Mademoiselle Merlet’s smiles or anx- 
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iety, though, if she had but known it, it was to the very fact that 
the white floating mousseline de soie set off Amy’s beauty to per- 
fection, that that lady’s misgivings were due. 

From the dressing-room Amy floated down the broad stairway 
in her dainty drapery, following in the wake of Mademoiselle 
Merlet’s rustling splendor. The scene stretched before her was so 
beautiful, with its countless lights reflected in the highly polished 
marbles of the walls and floors, the exquisite colors of the women’s 
dresses, the still more gorgeously-tinted flowers with their heavy 
odors filling the air, the music, and beyond, the lake giving back 
the brilliancy under the sky, black by contrast, that she stopped 
short as it flashed upon her, uttering an involuntary little cry 
of delight as she did so. But the next moment she had forgotten 
her pleasure in the beauty of the ball’s setting in the greater 
pleasure, and the great surprise of the sight of some of its guests. 
There, just where her eyes rested on them as she descended, were 
drawn up in line her friends of the American club — of which 
she felt almost a member, though she did not know its name — 
and at their head Kobert Merriam, smiling, handsome, and look- 
ing particularly glad to see her ! 

"Ah, my dear Miss Alden,” he said springing forward, but 
as Amy began to greet him he discovered that it was not she, 
but Mademoiselle Merlet to whom he was offering his hand, 
whom he was calling by her name ! To be sure he turned to her 
instantly, that greeting over, and it seemed to her that he held 
her hand with lingering pressure. She was so amazed, however, 
at finding him evidently already acquainted with her companion 
that she could not collect her thoughts sufficiently to be sure of 
anything beyond that overwhelming fact, and that he had given 
her name to her enemy. 
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Roberta supporters saw Amy’s expression of frightened sur- 
prise, and manfully strove to reach her, and lead her to some 
quiet comer where the new element in the plot could be made clear 
to her. But it was no part of Count de Fontanges’ intention that 
Amy should escape him on this night when Mademoiselle Mer- 
let’s occupation with others would relieve him from attendance 
on her, and leave him free # to press a suit in which he was hourly 
becoming more anxious to succeed. To tell the truth, the Count 
was beginning to wonder at himself; what had been at first but 
natural admiration for a pretty girl, and preference for her rather 
than for a woman older and far less attractive, was fast growing 
into a genuine passion, the first sincere and profound feeling 
that had ever stirred the depths of his callous and worldly heart. 
Not only had he come to hope that he might win Amy, and in 
winning her spoil Mademoiselle Merlet’s plot — thus securing both 
the money and the girl be loved, but there were moments of late 
in which he felt that he would be willing to resign all hope of 
gain if he could secure the affection of the sweet young creature 
whose innocence and loveliness increased daily in value in his 
eyes. He pressed forward at once as Doctor Helden and Ro- 
maine started to take the place Robert was vacating at Amy’s 
side, and drawing her hand through his arm, led her away, not 
only from her friends, but from the dancing. 

“ Let me show you a scene that is a glimpse of fairyland,” he 
said in her ear, and Amy was powerless to resist without betray- 
ing that the men near her were already known to her. "You 
don’t care to dance? Not at a public ball? ” said the Count, sug- 
gestively. 

“ I am afraid I do,” said Amy wistfully. “That is if my 
partners are people I know; I like dancing very much.” 
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“ Be kind, be unselfish to-night, or at least for a part of it,” 
said the Count eagerly. "It is not necessary to ask you that; 
you are always ready to give up your pleasure to another; even 
under the circumstances, so unfavorable to the development of 
any feeling but righteous indignation and dislike, in which it 
has been my misfortune to have known you, you are always gentle 
and considerate. Be so for a short time to-night ; listen to a man 
who must seem to you wholly base and cruel, but in whom con- 
tact with you is working miraculous changes.” 

Amy looked across the balcony to the lake, brilliant with 
many colored lights from the tiny floats moored on it. "I can 
hardly help listening to you. Count de Fontanges,” she said, “ if 
it is to yourself you refer in these singular terms. You will par- 
don me if I am incredulous as to the changes ; if you cared to do 
me justice you would know how to proceed.” 

“ Miss Alden,” he began, and Amy started at hearing her 
name from his lips, as she had started on hearing Robert apply 
it to Mademoiselle Merlet; it seemed that the younger and elder 
man had exchanged roles. 

"You are surprised that I acknowledge the truth tardily,” 
said the Count in answer to the look of wonder she gave him. 
“ That is one of the proofs I have to give you of the alteration in 
myself which you — most naturally — doubt. Look at that lake, 
Miss Alden. If these lights had not been placed upon its bosom 
how dark it would lie under that midnight sky ! Until you came, 
my heart and mind and soul were dark too, but the light of your 
eyes has illumined me. I have lived twice your years, and have 
not lived them well. I have been unfortunate, in early training, 
in associates, in being nobly born, and decidedly poor. I don’t 
recall knowing a good woman, pious, innocent, unselfish, like you. 
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before in all my forty-five years. Before you came I entered into 
the scheme which Mademoiselle Merlet formed to get hold of 
your inheritance, and the price she offered me for my assistance 
was — herself! I have known you, and I am bitterly ashamed, 
and truly sorry for having so much as thought of wronging you. 
I love you, love you more than I can make you understand, and 
if you can give me the slightest hope that you will care for me, 
I will turn away from the whole iniquitous plot, and make it im- 
possible for Mademoiselle Merlet to succeed in robbing you.” 

Amy had listened with flushing cheeks to this singular woo- 
ing, and at this point she interrupted the Count angrily. 

"For shame. Count de Fontanges!” she cried. "You tell 
me acquaintance with me has changed you for the better. To 
prove it you betray the woman who is your confederate, and 
whom you have promised to marry, and bribe me to liking for 
you by offering to be honest toward me if I do not hate you! 
What kind of a woman would it be that you could win by such 
measures ? Not I, certainly.” 

" You do not understand — I love you,” stammered the Count. 
"My promise to marry Mademoiselle Merlet was conditional — ” 

"On securing my little fortune,” interrupted Amy. "Oh, 
I understand quite well! Count de Fontanges, let us waste no 
time on this sort of talk ; I would far rather be in the ballroom. 
There is nothing on earth could make me care for you in the way 
you say you are learning to care for me. If you really do love 
me, I must treat you considerately, but it is difficult for me to 
understand this sort of love. If I can influence you for good, I 
am very glad, but surely you can not have been so unfortunate in 
your early training, however bad it was, not to know that con- 
trition includes a change of life, and if you wish to be a better 
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man you can use those means at hand all around you in this 
Paris which still is full of good among its evil. I do not think 
your salvation depends on me. If you are sincere in what you 
have said to me I thank you for your regard, but it is quite im- 
possible that I could return it. And let me say that your plot 
to rob me must fail, however you decide to act.” 

“ If you are reckoning on that American friend of yours with 
whom I found you at the door,” said the Count, losing his temper 
as he recognized the final note in Amy’s voice, “ he will never 
help you, and the court will settle the estate of your uncle in a 
week, before you can call upon any other friend. Mademoiselle 
Merlet visited him last week, and convinced Monsieur Merriam 
that she was the true Miss Alden ; you heard him call her by your 
name to-night. He has been charmed by her — unlikely though 
that may seem to us — and has gone over to your enemy.” 

For a moment Amy’s heart stood still. Then she laughed. 
“ Perhaps, Monsieur le Comte ! ” she said. “ Now will you 
kindly allow me to return to the hall ? ” 

The Count looked at Amy with an expression of malignity; 
his was the kind of love that turns to cruelty when crossed. 

“ So you doubt me ? You have faith in the young Apollo ? ” 
he sneered. “ Very well ; I do not know from personal knowledge, 
but judging from what Mademoiselle Merlet has told me he is a 
slippery person to whom to pin one’s faith. And you wish to 
return to the dancers? You will not listen to me, to me who 
loves you, and of whom, if you were the little saint you seem, 
you could make a better man?” 

“ Monsieur le Comte, I have listened to you, and been patient; 
it would not be kind to pretend there was the slightest chance for 
me to care for you. As to making you better, young as I am I 
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have seen that no one can save another’s soul; each soul must 
save itself. And it is not strange that, having come to a ball, 
I should like to see something of it, and not spend the entire 
evening here on the balcony with you/’ said Amy, trying hard to 
retain a little patience for this man whom she abhorred. 

“ Come with me,” said Count de Fontanges, turning suddenly 
and leading Amy rapidly down the steps toward the garden. 

Her arm was held so firmly within his that, though she drew 
back, he swept her onward. 

“ Where are you taking me ? ” she cried. “ Monsieur de Fon- 
tanges, take me back or I will call for help.” 

“ I am taking you to the house, mademoiselle,” said her com- 
panion, hurrying her on. 

As he spoke he turned a sharp angle into a dark path left 
unlighted because of its insignificance. Thoroughly frightened, 
Amy tried to seize a tree, and hold back by it, at the same time 
calling aloud. Before she could realize what had happened her 
hand had been forcibly detached from the slender trunk it had 
caught, her arms were firmly pinioned by those of the Count, who 
lifted her easily from the ground, and placed her in a carriage 
waiting at the end of the path. 

“ Don’t be in the least frightened, dear Miss Alden,” said 
the Count, as he seated himself at her side. “ I have made up my 
mind to renounce Mademoiselle Merlet and her plot, whatever 
may come after. And I am going to remove you from her care, 
putting you in the hands of a reliable woman. Not the slightest 
harm shall come to you ; I swear it.” 



Digitized by L^ooQle 




THE UNRAVELING OF A TANGLE. 



79 



CHAPTEE VII. 

NEW CLEWS. 

While Amy was spending the short time to which her an- 
ticipated ball was reduced in listening to her elderly lover, and 
being abducted by him, Robert had been led away by Made- 
moiselle Merlet into an equally out-of-the-way spot for the com- 
pletion of his subjugation before the allurements of dancing 
should have swallowed him up. 

He found it more difficult to feign interest in her, now that 
the girl he longed to see was within reach, than it had been pre- 
viously when there was nothing to distract his thoughts. But 
as he sat listening, listlessly at first, to Mademoiselle Merletfs 
flow of prettily accented English, his attention was thoroughly 
aroused to what she was saying, or rather implying. It struck 
him for the first time that there might be difficulty, and, still worse, 
great publicity to be gone through with before Amy’s identity 
could be established. There was no one save himself who knew 
her, and he had only known her on board the Etruria, so could 
not swear from personal knowledge to the fact that she had borne 
the name of Amy Alden all her life. And Mademoiselle Merlet 
had evidently left no point neglected to establish her claim to 
that name; the Count de Pontanges, she hinted, was quite ready 
to swear that he had long known her, always under that name— 
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indeed, Robert wa a not sure that he had not already done so, 
when she had engaged her apartment. 

Possession was going to prove as many points of the law in 
the question of a name and identity as in property, he feared, and 
he made mental resolutions as he talked to arouse to immediate 
action on the morrow ; they were all foolishly negligent in the se- 
curity of being in the right and enjoyment of the game they 
were playing. While Robert and Mademoiselle Merlet, and Amy 
and the Count de Fontanges were thus hidden from sight, Rob- 
ert’s friends were seeking for Amy with considerable impatience 
and increasing anxiety. 

“ I don’t like it,” said Doctor Helden, after he and Romaine 
had circled the grounds and all the rooms in vain search, not only 
for the girl, but for Robert. “ That rotund villain led Miss Alden 
off from under our very noses, and they have totally disappeared. 
Now Merriam has gone, whose business it is to see that she is 
safe. If we can’t find her how are we to assure her that we are 
all trustworthy, though we may seem to consort with her enemies ? 
By Jove! there’s Merriam himself now, and with that Merlet 
woman ! ” 

As he spoke Robert and Mademoiselle Merlet sauntered to- 
ward them out of the shadow of a path; she was smiling, well- 
satisfied with what she believed her complete triumph, and Robert 
looked on the alert. 

“ Present us, please, Merriam,” said Doctor Helden. Imme- 
diately on Robert’s complying with his request he said: “ Made- 
moiselle. Alden, we have been looking for your beautiful, un- 
fortunate young friend, of whom Merriam has told us. We can 
not find her, nor the stout gentleman who led her away. Are 
you not uneasy — in her condition, too ? ” 
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Mademoiselle Merlet looked startled. “ He would not dare ! ” 
she exclaimed involuntarily, then bit her lip in annoyance. 

A messenger in the uniform of the public service edged his 
way through the gaily-dressed throng at that moment; some 
one was pointing out Mademoiselle Merlet, and he pressed toward 
her. 

“ Mademoiselle Amy Alden?” the boy asked, and Mademoi- 
selle Merlet assented, taking from him the note he extended. It 
was but a brief one, written on a page torn from a small pocket 
diary. “ The young girl known as Elise Merlet is quite safe, but 
has been removed from her present quarters to others which it 
will be useless to seek, for reasons which he considered sufficient 
by. Your Lawyer,” she read. 

Mademoiselle Merlet’s. face was livid with rage as she crum- 
pled the note in her hand, and turned. fiercely on the messenger. 
“ Where did you get this ? Where is the sender ? ” she demanded. 
There was no possibility of suspecting hqjr of complicity in the 
plot to spirit Amy away. 

“ A stout gentleman hailed me, and gave it to me from the 
carriage window as he drove along. I don’t know where he went,” 
said the boy, looking rather alarmed. 

“ I’ll hand the case to the police, I’ll put him in prison — I’ll 
have him hung, drawn, quartered,” cried Mademoiselle Merlet, 
dropping English in her excitement. “ He has fallen in love with 
her pretty face, the wretch ! ” 

“ It is the only creditable thing I ever heard of your friend,” 
said Robert quietly, but his face was blanched with fear. "I 
advise you, Mademoiselle Merlet, to keep absolutely still. What- 
ever happens, your game is up. There are reasons why it would 
be foolish of you to appeal to the police. Miss Alden’s friends 



Digitized by L^ooQle 




82 



THE UNRAVELING OF A TANGLE . 



will take this matter into their own hands — so you leave this 
place quietly, and go to your rooms; we will take you there, and 
we will get a private detective to see that you stay there. In 
the meantime Doctor' Helden, and you, Romaine, get the fellows 
together and join me. Mademoiselle Merlet, I will trust you just 
so far as any one can trust a slighted, jealous woman, who will 
be likely to want revenge on the man that has thrown her over; 
can you suggest any clew by which we can find Miss Alden’s ab- 
ductor ?” 

Mademoiselle Merlet did not resent him applying her name and 
Amy’s to their proper owners; .all other feelings seemed swal- 
lowed up in fury that she was, as Robert told her, scorned. 

“ Sophie knew a woman to whom he had been kind, a working- 
woman ; he had befriended her — he never did 6ueh a thing before 
or since — and she might serve him now. But no one knows where 
to find Sophie,” Mademoiselle Merlet added. 

“ Sophie ! That wgs the girl we saw carried off to 'the hos- 
pital — your former maid,” said Robert.* “Very well; we will 
find Sophie. Go home now, Mademoiselle Merlet. Doctor Helden 
and Mr. Romaine here will be your escorts. Romaine, will you 
keep your eye on this woman till I turn up again ? ” 

“Of course; she shan’t escape me,” said Romaine, gripping 
Robert’s hand. “ Poor old Bob ; I am afraid this is pretty rough 
on you ! ” 

“ I hardly knew how much I cared,” returned Robert in a low 
voice as he turned away. “ But don’t mind me. To think she is 
in that villain’s hands ! I’m going to look for Sophie.” 

Robert hailed a carriage at the gates, and ordered the driver 
to make his best time to the house of a certain physician, Doctor 
Lecadet, who was visiting surgeon to most of the large hospitals 
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in the city. Late though it was, past the smallest hour of the 
morning, when Robert reached his door, the old enthusiast was at 
work in his laboratory, and his light streamed out on the side- 
walk. Robert's ring at the bell was answered by the doctor him- 
self, who was too kind to allow a servant to bear the penalties of 
his late labors. He ushered Robert into the laboratory, the 
only lighted room in the house, and looked keenly at his agonized 
face. 

“What can I do for you, young man?" the doctor asked. 
“Your trouble is mental, not physical, but that only proves 
greater need of help." 

“ Let me sit down, doctor," said Robert, feeling suddenly half 
faint as the light flared on his aching eyes. “ I am an American, 
Robert Merriam ; I met you once at the house of my compatriot. 
Doctor Helden. Yes," he added, as the doctor shook hands on 
being made to recognize him, “I am not sick, except at heart; 
let me tell you a strange story." 

The doctor took a chair at the end of the table, and listened 
steadily as Robert condensed the story of Amy's wrongs. When 
he reached his account of the events of the night, and the abduc- 
tion, the old man started to his feet. “But, my dear sir," he 
cried, spreading out his hands excitedly before Robert, “ Why are 
you here, wasting time on me? The police, the police are what 
you want ! Come to the police this instant ! " 

“ Wait a moment, dear doctor," said Robert. “ You can help 
me. Do you remember a lady’s maid, a Sophie something, who 

was hurt in the Place de la , and taken to a hospital a week 

ago ? If you can recall the case, and put me on the track of the 
girl, we may be able to find this villain's lair." 

“I keep a- record of all cases I see; a week ago, you say? 
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I'll look/’ and the doctor look down one of a set of large, canvas, 
leather-backed volumes at hand. 

“Sophie — Sophie, Sara, Sidonie, Sophie Moulineau, lady’s 
maid, last employment with Mademoiselle Merlet — ” 

“ There you have it,” cried Robert. “ What of her? ” 

“ Contusion— oh, I’ll spare you the medical terms,” said the 
doctor. "I remember the girl perfectly. We thought her in- 
juries severe at first, but they proved trifling. She was dismissed 
two days ago; I think to leave service for a situation in a photo- 
graph shop; indeed, I am under the impression I obtained the 
position for her.” 

"Then you can tell me where to find her?” cried Robert, 
starting up. “ Find her without delay? ” 

"I can do better than that; I can bring her to you,” said 
the doctor. “ She imagines herself under obligations to me, and 
will answer my questions, when she might refuse to help you. We 
must wait till morning, but as early as possible I will go to the 
girl, and get from her all the information she can give regarding 
Monsieur le Comte de Fontanges. In the mean time will you not’ 
hasten to the police ? I am no longer young, but my impatience 
will not brook the thought of leaving that young girl in such 
hands as you describe till to-morrow.” 

“ If I thought we would gain anything but notoriety by ap- 
pealing to police aid, I would have gone to them before coming 
to you, but I really believe we shall attain our end more swiftly 
through Sophie, if Mademoiselle Merlet is right about her know- 
ing Fontanges’ tools ” said Robert. 

“ You trust the Merlet? ” said the doctor, with a shrug of the 
shoulders. 

“ Trust her present hatred of her recreant lover? You should 
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have seen her face,” was Bebertfs reply, and bade the doctor good 
night. 

The interminable hours dragged themselves away as Eobert 
paced the floor of the club, waiting for dawn. He had relieved 
Doctor Helden and Eomaine from their guardianship of Made- 
moiselle Merlet, substituting for them a private detective to watch 
the house. His friends bore him company throughout the hor- 
rible night. Eobert himself could not rest a moment, and not for 
long did either of the others throw himself into a chair. Agonized 
fear for Amy filled their thoughts too full for speech, and as the 
hours wore away Eobert realized how dear to him the girl for 
whom they suffered had become. 

“ If I find her ; ah, heaven, if I find her, she shall never leave 
me again if only I can teach her a little of the love I bear her,” 
he thought. 

He had telegraphed his aunt, Mrs. Carmen, telling her that 
Amy was the victim of a conspiracy, and had been abducted, 
begging her to cross to Paris at once, and be ready to take charge 
of her if she could be found. He felt certain that the old lady 
would come. Tenacious though she was of her own way and com- 
forts, she would not fail him in a case as serious as this. 

As soon as Doctor Lecadet thought there was any chance of 
finding her at her work he sallied forth to look for Sophie. He was 
a busy man, but one that always found time for his daily Mass, and 
a deed of kindness. * Entering the shop where he hoped to find 
Sophie if his memory had not played him false, he saw her seated 
facing him at a long table, one of three girls who were showing the 
sample books of photographs to as many customers. 

She rose immediately as the doctor entered, looking very glad 
to see him, and he waited until her sales were made before 
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•peaking to her. She listened to his story with very little sur- 
prise. 

“ I had not wondered at anything happening in that house,” 
she said. “Yes; I can tell you where most probably that base 
Count has hidden Mees Alden. I will take you there, for I can 
never direct you.” 

“Take Mr. Merriam rather; I will bring you to him. Let 
me see your employer, and beg him to lend you to me for this 
morning, and then come and do your best like a good girl,” said 
the doctor, glancing through to an adjoining room where the pro- 
prietor of the shop was watching them curiously from his desk. 

“Mr. Merriam! Ah, that is the most beautiful young man 
who called on Mees Alden, and was not allowed to enter ! I will 
help him gladly, if I can,” said Sophie, with the enthusiasm of 
her kind. 

The consent of the proprietor to lending Sophie was easily 
won, and the doctor led her to the club where Robert was eating 
his heart out with anxiety. 

“ Oh, do you think you can help me? ” he cried the instant 
he saw Sophie, and that self-centered young woman was melted. 

“But yes; of a certainty,” she began, when the doctor in- 
terrupted her to take leave of Robert, and hasten away to the hos- 
pitals where many sufferers were awaiting him; his part of the 
compact was fulfilled. 

“ Monsieur sees,” said Sophie, sipping with great satisfaction 
the coffee which had been brought her, while Robert, who had not 
been able to touch even a drop of coffee, stood by gnawing his 
mustache in a fever of impatience, “ Monsieur sees that it is like' 
this. Mademoiselle Merlet was insulting to the man I shall 
marry — ■” 
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"Then you knew your employer was Mademoiselle Merlet, 
and not Miss Alden ? ” interrupted Robert. 

“ Certainly. I was with her all through the laying of her 
plot,” said Sophie calmly. “ But it was not for me to interfere. 
Still, when Mademoiselle Merlet was insulting to Guillaume, talk- 
ing of the odors of sour wine — only conceive, Monsieur — ’’ 

“ Then you are the witness we want to establish Mademoiselle 
Merlet’s true identity/’ cried Robert, interrupting again Sophie’s 
recital of personal grievances. “ But can you throw any light on 
where Fontanges would be likely to take Miss Alden, and whether 
she is safe in his hands till we can get to her ? ” 

“ He will not harm her, of that I am sure,” said Sophie, and 
Robert caught his breath sharply. “ I think he is by this time 
in love with her ; he began to be so almost at once, which I saw, 
though he did not know it, nor did the vanity of Mademoiselle 
Merlet allow her to perceive it. There is a woman whose rent he 
paid — it is not like him to perform charities, and I do not know 
his motive for this one — but he paid this woman’s rent, and has 
otherwise befriended her, and she will serve him in any way he 
desires. Undoubtedly it is in her house he has hidden Mees 
Alden ; no one but I knew where she lived, none of Mademoiselle 
Merlet’s circle, and I was lost. But I will prove that I am still 
alive, though Mademoiselle Merlet did not consider it enough 
consequence to come to the hospital to inquire whether I had been 
killed or not. So I can revenge myself of her insult to my 
Guillaume.” 

. Robert did not stop to point out to this melodramatic young 
woman that Mademoiselle Merlet was almost as anxious as he was 
to recover Amy out of the clutches of her abductor, and conse- 
. quently the avenging of “ Guillaume ” would fall a trifle flat; in- 
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stead he began getting on his coat, seeing with relief that Sophie 
had drunk her coffee, and said : 

" Now if you are ready, Sophie, we will start. Is this woman 
in Paris or out of town?” 

" She is at Barbizon, Monsieur, where she is often employed 
as a model for peasant figures in landscapes. We must take the 
train,” replied Sophie, rising with much dignity. 

" Ah, Barbizon ! I know the place well,” cried Robert. " We 
could find almost anything in Barbizon, eh, Romaine?” 

" Rather 1 ” cried Romaine. 

" Then if Monsieur knows the place, and will listen carefully 
I can direct him so that he can not possibly miss it,” said Sophie 
eagerly, " and I could return to my work. Monsieur, the Doctor, 
only asked permission to avail himself of my services for the 
morning, and I fear to offend my employer if I remain away long 
enough to go to Barbizon. Does Moncieur think he can follow 
my directions, and let me stay here ? ” 

" Monsieur will try ; yes, I am certain if you are able to direct 
me I shall be able to find any house in Barbizon,” said Robert. 

With a relieved face Sophie set about describing the exact 
course " Monsieur ” was to follow, and Robert made notes, with 
line and word, until he had in his note book the most explicit 
directions for finding Amy’s supposed hiding-place. 

"All right, Sophie,” he said cheerfully, "if she is there I 
shall get her. When I come back I may want you again as a wit- 
ness, though on second thoughts I doubt if you are needed. In 
any case, I will see you, and make what you have done well worth 
your while. Tell your Guillaume I congratulate him on the wife 
he is to have. Au revoir, and much obliged. Now, Romaine, now, 
Doctor Helden,” he cried, snatching his hat and holding out 
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both hands, “ Merriam to the rescue! Good-by, and pray I 
succeed.” 

“ Good-by. Want company, or help, Bob ? ” asked Romaine, 
though the older doctor knew better than to offer his companion- 
ship. 

“ No, guess not, thanks ; Fd rather do the trick alone,” called 
back Robert from the hall. “ If any note or telegram comes for 
me open it, and if my aunt turns up, find her, tell her the whole 
story, and ask her to get a place where I can bring Miss Alden. 
Leave her address here. Good-by.” And the house jarred as he 
slammed the front door behind him. 



4 
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CHAPTEB VIII. 

BACK TO THE METROPOLIS. 

Bobbrt had frequently made the little journey to Barbizon; 
never before had it struck him as a long one. Though Sophie’s 
confidence in Amy’s safety had been a great relief to him, and 
had awakened like confidence in him at the time, the feeling of 
security disappeared during the journey, with its enforced inac-.. 
tion, and by the time he neared his destination his fears had fully 
returned; he was 60 nervous as he stepped from the railway car- 
riage to the platform that he felt his knees bend under him. His 
directions were too explicit to allow of error; Bobert turned 
straight toward the house described to him by Sophie, where the 
woman lived to whose care it was probable that the Count had 
committed Amy. 

Lovely as Barbizon was in its early June dress, Bobert, who 
would ordinarily have delighted in painting it, hurried along its 
quiet streets unseeing. But though the beauties of nature were 
sealed from him that day, he looked keenly at every woman who 
promised the slightest possibility of being a model for peasant 
figures, seeking the Counts tool in each one. None of them he 
saw struck him as being she, and he strode onward till he came to 
the house he sought, immediately recognizing it from Sophie’s 
description. It was small, having a second story above the ground 
floor for but half its width ; it stood back a little from the street, 
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shaded by vines and shrubs, and with a solid wall of masonry, 
disproportioned to its claims, inclosing it, and apparently run- 
ning around the back, where Robert assumed that there was a 
kitchen garden. 

The chance of being, seen from within those closed blinds be- 
fore he had an opportunity to discover if Amy were there, much 
less speak to her, was so great that Robert abandoned his original 
plan of going boldly to the door and inquiring for a model. In- 
stead he turned on his heel, hoping that he had not retreated too 
late, and retraced his steps down the street, intending to come up 
the back way and reconnoiter the garden he assumed to be there. 
At the rear of the house there ran a street, so narrow and shaded 
that it hardly merited a more dignified name than lane; into 
this Robert turned, only to find the wall of the front continued 
entirely around, and at such a height that there was no hope of 
seeing over it. Completely nonplussed, Robert stood facing this 
wall a short time, considering what should be his next move, nor 
found the solution of the problem an easy one. 

As he stood, absently crumbling bits of the masonry in his nerv- 
ous fingers, he dislodged a branch of the vine which had clambered 
over it, and which hung down in wild confusion. Taking the 
end in his hand Robert gave it a vicious pull, not knowing that he 
did so, but as a vent to his anxiety. With that pull down came 
a considerable length of the vine, and in falling it uncovered a 
tiny door opening into the wall from without. It had a rusty 
lock, unused for years, but Robert attacked it with a determina- 
tion defying mere iron and nails. The large blade of his knife, 
though it broke in the service, pried off the rusty, clumsy thing, 
and Robert caught it as it fell, and set his shoulder to the little 
door with energy, yet caution, lest it give way too suddenly. 
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There was slight danger of that ; the door proved refractory, 
but it yielded an inch or so at last, and Robert stooped to put his 
eyje to it, and look for a clew to the lady of his love. And he 
saw — not a clew — but Amy herself, walking slowly up and down 
the main path of the garden. His heart leaped at the sight, and 
the determination to get her safely away took new life as his eyes 
rested on her, unconscious of his nearness. 

When her promenade brought her to the point nearest to him 
he called, low, yet clearly : 

“Amy, Amy, Amy.” 

She heard, and wheeled toward the house, thinking she had 
been called from there. Then she realized that the voice and ac- 
cent did not belong to any of her jailers. She turned more 
quickly than before back to the wall. 

“Amy,” Robert said again. “Come this way.” 

Trembling, Amy spoke softly: “Who are you? Where are 
you?” she said. 

“Robert Merriam, here at the wall; there’s a gate — come 
here,” was the reply. 

Amy’s presence of mind did not desert her in the swift rush 
of joy that flooded her face with color. She did not run toward 
her deliverer, as she longed to do, but sauntered toward him, stop- 
ping to examine a shrub or two, and even turning back a moment 
as if to verify her impression of a leaf, lest eyes invisible to her 
might be watching her from the house. At last she reached the 
wall. To her unspeakable joy Robert’s face was beaming at her, 
and Robert’s hands seized hers, and drew her through the*unsus- 
pected opening in the wall, completely covered from the inner 
side by peach trees trained against it. 

“ Quick, come with me; don’t stop for questions,” said Robert, 
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pulling her hand through his arm, and fairly running down the 
quiet lane. 

Amy had no breath with which to disobey; nor for the moment 
•had she desire to question, for gratitude and delight at her de- 
liverance made her speechless. 

Though she had suffered nothing worse at the hands of her 
captor than the wrong of being kidnapped, deadly fear had made 
the hours which had passed since the ball nearly insupportable. 
And now, here was Robert, and freedom! She ran beside him, 
keeping step with no effort (for he curtailed his stride to her 
capacity), content to feel the trusty arm upholding her, without 
questioning how it had been brought to her rescue. 

At last, as they were nearly at the end of the lane, and about 
to emerge on the main street, Robert paused and bade Amy re- 
cover her breath. “ Set your hat straight,” he added, laughing. 
“ We must appear staidly decorous, for we may yet be challenged. 
Dear Miss Alden, are you really safe? How has that brute 
treated you?” He did not realize that he had called her by her 
first natne a few moments before. 

"Perfectly well, except that it was monstrous to kidnap a 
young woman,” replied Amy. "I can hardly realize that I am 
safe myself ; I have suffered from fear to an extent that I would 
not have believed possible. Do tell me how you found me, and how 
you knew of the little rear gate? The Count believed me safe 
from discovery, and allowed me to walk in the garden because 
there was no outlet, and the wall was too high to climb.” 

“ I £m going to take you to the little inn down further,” said 
Robert by way of answer. " We are going to have a tiny lunch, 
and then go back to Paris. Fll tell you my end of the adven- 
ture there. I have telegraphed my aunt to come at once from 
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England and take care of you; if she hasn’t arrived on our return 
you are to go to the Heldens. This time you are not to be 
allowed your own way.” 

" Yes, I am,” smiled Amy, " for my way is now your way.” 
Robert looked down at her, and with difficulty repressed the 
words which sprang to his lips; it was not the time now to tell 
her how much he hoped their ways would lie together forever- 
more. 

In the caf6 of the little inn, seated vis-A-vis at the small table, 
with, the waiter deferentially suggesting certain delicacies suitable 
for “ Madame, his wife,” Robert’s spirits rose to delirious heights, 
and Amy hardly dared raise her eyes to meet his as she served the 
coffee from the little pot— everything was so embarrassingly sug- 
gestive of domesticity. He told his story briefly, but well, and 
Amy could only guess by inference the misery of anxiety he had 
endured for her sake. Then she recounted the history of the 
night of the ball, and Robert’s wrath did not lessen as he listened. 

" What on earth do you suppose was that man’s object in 
stealing you, and shutting you up in Barbizon? ” he demanded as 
she finished. " It seems to me as foolish as knavish.” 

" I doubt his having a motive,” said Amy. " He was furious ; 
he thought I scorned him, and he was seized with a mad desire 
to retaliate. Besides, he must have thought that if I were in his 
power I would weaken, and promise at last to marry him. He felt 
quite sure that no one could find me.” 

"That is the most plausible explanation,” said Robert, "for 
the presence of the carriage at the end of that path does away 
with the theory of sudden impulse. You have hardly eaten any- 
thing. Waiter, purchase a small satchel for me, and put in it a 
light luncheon. Don’t remonstrate, Miss Alden. Think how hard 
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it would be on me if you died of starvation on the way to town, or 
even fainted ! ” 

Amy laughed, and yielded ; she did not stop to analyze the de- 
light it gave her to be taken care of by this tall man, who looked 
at her with so much happiness in his eyes that the discriminating 
waiter decided, not only that she was “ Madame,” but that she 
must have worn that title but the briefest time. 

Kobert left the cafe, leaving a golden opinion of himself be- 
hind, for he had passed such a blissful hour there that he consid- 
ered it worth such a pour boire as the fortunate Jacques had never 
received before. Tucking Amy under his arm, with the little 
satchel in his other hand, Robert started for the station, looking 
very unlike the haggard person who had quitted it. 

In the mean time Amy’s absence had been discovered, though 
not until she had been gone upward of twenty minutes, for the 
Count, watching occasionally from an upper window to make sure 
she was safe, had thought her seated behind a tree that hid her 
from his range of vision, and when he first missed her from sight 
felt no uneasiness. When he descended into the garden, and 
found it empty, his amazement nearly equaled his wrath. He could 
not believe his eyes, so sure was he that Amy could not escape 
from the closed-in spot. Then he began to accept the fact that 
she had actually gone, and he examined the wall to see at what 
point she could have surpassed the tales he had heard of Ameri- 
can girls’ athletic powers, and scaled it; it was a few moments 
before he discovered the forced gate, and realized that her deliver- 
ance had been from without, and that her friends must have dis- 
covered her hiding-place. 

Livid with rage, his teeth pressing his lips till the blood 
started, the Count tore down the little lane Amy and Robert had 
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traversed so rapidly, coming upon no trace of them till he turned 
into the highway. At almost the same spot where the fugitives 
had paused for breath, the Count stopped to try to get some little 
control of himself, lest the quiet citizens of Barbizon should take 
him for a madman. The attempt was not a great success as he 
realized when he passed down the street, and saw people turning 
to look after him, often with a significant gesture toward their 
heads, and the all-expressive shrug of the shoulders. 

“ But, yes,” he was told at last after vainly inquiring if any 
one had seen a young lady of Amy’s appearance. “ She had gone 
with a tall, very handsome English or American monsieur to the 
caf6, and she was probably, there now. Monsieur would find her 
there, if he would but follow.” 

“ Monsieur ” followed, at the highest speed he dared assume 
in the eyes of so many spectators. He was met at the caf6 door 
by the smiling waiter, who had not yet recovered his gravity after 
the reception of the generous largess of ten minutes before. He 
bent forward, rubbing his hands ubiquitously under the spreading 
palm in the blue and white jardiniere which ornamented the en- 
trance. 

“ Monsieur and Madame les Americans Monsieur means ? ” he 
asked deferentially. “ She as beautiful as an angel, and all spirit- 
uelle? He, grand, handsome, but affable, and generous, generous 
as a milord ? Ah, yes ; they had lunched there. They had but ten 
minutes before departed for the Paris train; if Monsieur hastened 
he would be able to catch the same train, which yet wanted several 
minutes to its depart. Monsieur was to be congratulated of his 
friends.” 

Monsieur gave the beaming creature a look that seemed to 
convey a different opinion, and turned to hasten to the railway 
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station with as much speed as the effort he had already made, and 
the fury that was turning him purple and stopping the action of 
his heart, allowed. 

He was fortunate; the train was a few moments late, and 
he made it by a hair’s breadth, falling with little dignity into the 
last compartment just as the doors were slamming, the other pas- 
sengers being already seated. He knew that Robert and Amy 
must be in one of the forward compartments, and the knowledge 
infuriated him still more. That this lucky American had out- 
witted him, rescued Amy, and was now enjoying the beauty of her 
sweet face under such circumstances all the way to Paris, made 
him more enraged than ever, and he loosened his collar and tie 
to keep from suffocating. 

* In the meantime the picture he had drawn of Robert’s felicity 
was not wide of the mark ; Robert and Amy were supplementing 
their delightful lunch with the happiest journey either had ever 
made. 

“ And you are not going to take me back to Mademoiselle Mer- 
let ? ” asked Amy, settling down contentedly into the pillows Rob- 
ert had placed for her. 

“ Never ; either my aunt or the Heldens are to take care of 
you,” said Robert decidedly. “ We will try to give you a pleasant 
time for the little while you are to stay in Paris, unless you intend 
lingering after the legacy is paid.” 

“ Is it likely ? ” inquired Amy. “ I feel now that going home 
by telegraph would be too slow for me ; the only desire I have on 
earth is to get. back to my dear old grandfather, and make 
certain I am his Amy, and may remain so.” 

“ You mean that to refer to identity, I hope ? ” asked* Robert. 
“ You wouldn’t limit yourself to being his Amy only, for always, 
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would you? You would like to be sure of remaining the real 
Amy, not remaining only your grandfather’s? — because, you 
know, there might be objections other than legal to that. You 
don’t know, Miss Alden, how much the past two days have taught 
me. When I walked the floor of the club all night, as I did the 
night of the ball, after you had disappeared, I realized that if I 
lost you — ” 

“You have been so good to me, Mr. Merriam,” Amy inter- 
rupted, her cheeks red and her voice quivering. “ I am sure you 
"were anxious and troubled for my sake. We mustn’t think and 
talk of disagreeable things. You see I am not lost, and that is 
greatly owing to you. But I am a little hungry, and thanks to 
you again there is help for that at hand ; don’t you think it would 
be nice to open that bag you brought ? ” 

It seemed to Amy that she could not listen just then to words 
that she knew quite well would one day be very welcome; it was 
too soon, she was not ready, and she was tired. Robert did not 
misunderstand ; with almost womanly gentleness he took the little 
black bag out from under the pillows, and setting it on his knee 
said : “ If there is anything on earth you desire that I could give 
you, it should be yours, and anything that you do not want I will 
keep away from you. Now, for our picnic ! Is there anything 
jollier in all this world than the foreign railway system? We 
are just as much by ourselves, and can picnic as unrestrainedly as 
Robinson Crusoe ! Look at this roll ; isn’t it a gem ? And what 
a poem of a chicken wing! And how does this small glass of 
Bar-le-Duc jelly strike you? What will you have, hungry little 
lady?” 

“ Everything, . please,” said Amy demurely ; she had never 
liked him half so much as at this moment when he was proving 
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that he really did care enough for her to put his own desires 
under foot. 

“ Hard on me,” groaned Robert with pretended consternation. 
“But I don’t believe you have eaten since you were abducted. 
Confess, have you been starving ? ” 

“ I took some coffee and a roll, and I nibbled sweet chocolate 
for breakfast,” acknowledged Amy, enjoying her lunch with 
childish enthusiasm. 

Robert watched her with delighted eyes. There has been a 
great deal of nonsense written and talked about the impossibility 
of enduring the sight of the woman one loves eating, but the truth 
is that there are few keener pleasures than feeling that one has 
provided food to nourish the life one loves better than one’s own. 

As Robert plied Amy with viands, in ecstatic watchfulness of 
her enjoyment, the guard came hastily to the door of their com- 
partment — they had not noticed that the train had. stopped. 
“ Monsieur, Monsieur,” he said with a frightened face, “ there is 
a large gentleman in the rear compartment who says he knows 
you. He is desperately ill, and begs you to help him. Will Mon- 
sieur be so good as to hasten ? ” 

Robert arose. “ I’ll come at once,” he said, “ though it must 
be a mistake. You won’t mind if I leave you for a time ? ” he 
added, turning to Amy. “You will be perfectly safe; you are 
locked in, and I won’t linger an unnecessary moment.” 

“ It is hot a mistake,” said Amy, ignoring his question. “ It 
is the Count ; I feel sure of it. He has followed us.” 

Robert looked dismayed, then he rallied. “ I doubt that,” he 
said. “ How could it be he ? But if it were, and he were very ill, I 
should not dare to refuse to go to him.” 

“ No, no ; of course not ; I didn’t mean that. I should want 
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you to help him/’ said Amy. “ Only I am sure, certain, it is he, 
and — please hurry back — and — and— don’t let him get me.” 
Robert laughed, and bent down to shake up a pillow to hide 
the look of pleasure he felt leaping into his eyes. “ I’d die first; 
never fear,” he said. “ I won’t be long. Don’t feel in the least 
nervous. Now, guard, I’m ready for your gentleman; take me 
to him. I doubt that I know him, however. Is he really very 

m?” 

“ He said you were a Monsieur Merriam, and that I 
should find you in the forward compartment,” insisted the guard, 
as he closed the door behind Robert and locked it. “But, yes, 
Monsieur ; I should consider him very, most seriously ill.” 

And Robert, convinced at last that there could be no mistake, 
followed in considerable excitement 
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CHAPTER IX. 

" A FEVER ABGUEB BETTER THAN A CLERK." 

“The gentleman in this compartment, Monsieur," said the 
guard, inserting his key in the door of the last first-class compart- 
ment as he spoke. 

Robert entered behind him. Amy had been right — there was 
the Count reclining on the seat, propped by his elbow, and evi- 
dently, from the dark color mounting to his hair, and the con- 
gested veins standing out on forehead and throat, suffering too 
much to lie down. He turned his prominent eyes, now full of 
misery, toward the door as Robert passed through it, and recog- 
nized him with a look of relief. 

" This is kind, Monsieur," he gasped. Robert did not dis- 
claim the accusation; he found the practise of charity toward 
the wrong-doer difficult as he gazed at the man who had conspired 
against Amy’s rights, and caused her so much distress. 

"You are ill, Monsieur de Fontanges," Robert said quietly. 
" Are you accustomed to this sort of attack ? " 

" Not precisely ; I have had a touch of something like it, and 
have been warned of the danger of overexertion. My heart acts 
badly — I have been excited " — the Count stopped short, partly be- 
cause speech was so difficult to him, and partly because he coulcj 
not well go further in that direction. 

"Yes," said Robert drily, "you have certainly indulged in 
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overexertion. However, let me try to help you. Guard, have you 
inquired whether there is a physician on the train? ” 

“ No, Monsieur. I will do so at once,” said the man, turning 
to go. 

“ If you please, and, at the same time, get me a cup of strong 
black coffee as quickly as possible. Now, Monsieur de Fontanges, 
you will allow me to remove as much of your clothing as I can 
without disturbing you.” And Robert began with deft fingers to 
loosen the sick man's garments — a task which he had been unable 
to accomplish himself. 

A little woman in deep mourning timidly offered the use of a 
heavy traveling shawl, and immediately shrank back into her cor- 
ner of the compartment, slipping down into her seat as if she 
feared her companions. Robert accepted the shawl gladly, and 
with the greatest care contrived to get the Count divested of all 
stricture and wrapped in the soft wool without changing his posi- 
tion; the poor wretch's heart was laboring so feebly, and with such 
manifest effort, that Robert feared that the slightest exertion 
might stop it altogether. 

“ Eau-de-vie on the wrists, Monsieur, is sometimes excellent,” 
came in a feeble voice as a suggestion from the shrouded figure 
in the neighboring seat. “ I have some, if Monsieur will use it.” 
And “ Monsieur ” accepted the offer at once. 

Half afraid to risk a stimulant, Robert ventured to lay a 
drop of the brandy on his patient's tongue, then fell to chafing his 
wrists and temples gently with the liquor, slipping his left arm 
under the Count's head to support it, as he tried, by imperceptible 
degrees, to straighten the limbs and lay him down. 

The guard was gone some time, and Robert worked alone over 
the man he despised, feeling that his life depended QU hia 
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efforts, for, if there had been a physician on the train he would 
have reached the compartment by that time. He knew nothing 
of medicine, but he had had the experience, given in his boyhood, 
of being much with an invalid mother who was very dear to him, 
and he could be trusted not to make mistakes. Yet he feared that 
without drugs or trained skill his patient might slip away from 
him, and in the desire to save life, lost for the time the recollec- 
tion of what an undesirable life it was for which he was fighting. 

When, after what seemed like an interminable time, the guard 
returned with the steaming coffee, the Count was able to sip it, 
resting on one elbow while Robert assisted him. He lay back after 
draining the last drop, and closed his eyes. Robert seated him- 
self beside him, waiting silently the effect of his prescription, 
and thinking uneasily of Amy, who, he knew, was impatiently 
awaiting his return, especially as they were fast drawing near to 
Paris. The Count’s face was growing paler, fading to a more 
natural color, and his breathing becoming less labored. Robert’s 
anxiety abated, and with its waning his antipathy to his patient 
waxed stronger. He made a motion to rise, and the Count opened 
his eyes. “ I am better,” he said feebly. 

“ Yes ; I think you are going to come around all right now,” 
said Robert. “ I’ll look after you when we get into town, and put 
you m a carriage, but now I must go back to my compartment. 
I promis — I am needed there,” he corrected himself, not caring to 
remind a sick man of defeat. 

The Count understood. “You are a fine fellow, Monsieur 
Merriam,” he said. “ I should not have treated you as you have 
me — but then I am not precisely what one would call a fine 
fellow.” 

“ When a man’s suffering one doesn’t ask for credentials, Mon- 



Digitized by L^ooQle 




104 



THE UNRAVELING OF A TANGLE . 



sieur le Comte,” returned Robert. “ I hope I am not brute 
enough to inquire whether a sick man is a friend or an enemy. 
I trust you will have no further trouble now. Au revoir, for the 
present.” 

“ You have beaten me,” said the Count, ignoring Robert’s 
words. “ I deserved to be beaten. You won’t believe me, but I’m 
sorry for the work of these past weeks, and I love Miss Alden — 
though you may doubt that too.” 

" I am ready to credit that ; I can’t imagine knowing her and 
not loving her,” said Robert, a feeling of pity crossing his breast, 
for the man before him looked utterly broken. 

“ I was mad the night of the ball, but I hoped to force her 
favor, to— ah, I don’t know what I thought, but I was mad; I 
never cared for any one in my life as I do for her, and I had made 
up my mind to throw over the plot against her, come what might. 
The game is lost now, I see that, and worst of all I have lost her — 
I shall never see her again. I am going to make what reparation 
I can before I say a final adieu to her. You won’t let her go 
back to Mademoiselle Merlet ? ” said the Count, starting up. 

“ No,” said Robert ; “ she will be put in the hands of good and 
true friends.” 

“ Ah, that is right I Mademoiselle Merlet might prove really 
dangerous now that jealousy is added to cupidity in her breast. 
Will you give me your address, and promise to help me to see 
Miss Alden once more? Not done ; I won’t ask that. I wish to 
give into her hands the legal proofs of Mademoiselle Merlet’s and 
her own identity, and beg her pardon. You can afford to be gen- 
erous to me, whatever wrong I have done.” 

"I will try to arrange such an interview,” said Robert re- 
luctantly. 
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“ I will not annoy Miss Alden, I give you my word of honor — 
though you think I have none. Make some excuses for me in your 
own thoughts, Monsieur. I have had a severe handicap in starting 
life. You will never be able to understand us of the south; we 
are swept away by impulses, bad and good. And don’t come back 
to me when we get into the station ; I will get the guard to put me 
in a fiacre, and I shall get on very well alone. I would rather 
not have you leave Miss Alden for me. But lead her down the 
platform, past this window, where I can see her without being 
seen. You may not care to receive the thanks of a man you 
despise and hate, but you can not prevent me feeling gratitude to 
you, Monsieur. I am truly grateful to you, less for your careful 
nursing when I needed it sorely than for the patience and in- 
creasing toleration with which you have heard me. Your card, 
please, with your address, and then adieu. Thank you. Go now 
to Miss Alden; I am .glad she has so true a protector. You 
will be a better man for knowing her; even I shall be that, be- 
lieve me.” 

“ Adieu, Count de Fontanges,” said Robert, touched, in spite 
of himself, by the evident sincerity of the battered man of the 
world before him. “ I am glad that I could serve you. We can 
all be better men than we are quite easily; I have no right to 
condemn any one whose nature and temptations I do not know. 
Adieu.” 

He left the Count lying with his eyes closed, and waited at the 
door of the compartment to have it opened and go back to Amy ; 
they were just approaching a little station, and the delay was not 
long. 

Amy welcomed him joyfully on his return to her. 

“ It was he, wasn’t it? ” she cried. “ Ah, I felt sure of it ! Is 
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he very ill really, or was it a puse ? He is following ns ; are you 
going to let him take me away again ? ” 

“ What a Niagara of questions ! ” said Robert. “ It was in- 
deed the Count. He was seriously ill, dangerously so; he is not 
following us, though he is on the same train. He most emphati- 
cally would not be allowed to steal you did he desire to try to do 
so, but he does not. I went to him reluctantly, hating him ; I left 
him — ” 

“ Reluctantly, too, and loving him ? 99 cried Amy. “ Now don’t 
tell me that ! 99 

“ Well, that might safely be called an exaggeration,” said Rob- 
ert, “ but feeling sorrier for him than I would have thought pos- 
sible an hour before.” 

“ Why, pray ? ” cried Amy, wondering. 

“ He really is fond of you,” began Robert, but got no further. 

“ And so you pity him!” Amy exclaimed. “ Merd, Mon- 
sieur ! ” 

“ Naturally,” said Robert, punishing her. "Am I not quali- 
fied in the best possible way to pity him ? Indeed, I am his ally 
to the extent of arranging a final interview for you with him.” 

“ I will never see him I ” cried Amy. But she listened patiently 
none the less to Robert’s account of the severe attack t>f heart 
affection which he had been ministering to, and the Count’s sin- 
cere expressions of regret for his misdeeds. She softened toward 
her enemy as she heard it, and was getting ready to accede to 
the request for an opportunity for the Count to make reparation, 
and beg her forgiveness, when Robert’s story was cut 6hort by the 
rattle of the train into Paris. 

Robert had not told Amy of the Count’s desire to look on her, 
himself unseen, so she tripped down the platform to the window 
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behind which he was concealed, quite unconscious of the hungry 
eyes behind the curtain. She looked so lovely, so sweet and alto- 
gether lovable that big-hearted Robert felt a new pang of pity for 
the wretch who was looking on her for almost the last time, little 
as he deserved consideration. The remembrance of his own unde- 
served happiness in walking at her side, and daring to hope that 
all his life would be spent beside her, and the thought of what 
he should feel if he knew he should see her no more, softened him 
toward any one, however unworthy, who must lose her. Robert 
halted outside the window. “ Look at the way they hang the cur- 
tains in the cars over here,” he said. “ Even the fittings are un- 
like ours, aren’t they ? ” 

Amy raised her face full to the window, as Robert had meant 
her to do. “ I think I shall be ready to ki$& the window case- 
ments of our cars when I see them again. I could even hug a 
Broadway car,” she said, with a bright smile of anticipation. And 
so, unknown to Amy, the Count feasted his eyes upon her face. 
Yet it cost him a new pang to see it thus, for never since he had 
known her had it been so full of youth and joy. 

A carriage bore Amy and Robert swiftly away from the sta- 
tion to the club, where they stopped long enough to be jubilantly 
welcomed by Romaine, and told that Mrs. Carmen had arrived, 
and was established in a quiet hotel, where she was expecting Miss 
Alden. 

The news gave Robert great pleasure. Though Amy would have 
been as safe, and as tenderly cared for in the hands of Doctor 
and Mrs. Helden, it was delightful to think that it was his aunt 
who was to protect her until she set sail for home. 

“ Aunty’s a good old soul in spite of her sharp tongue,” he 
said. “Thanks, Romaine; come, Miss Alden. We’ll drive over 
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to the hotel, I’ll leave you in my aunt’s care, and in the morning 
I’ll get your trunk from Mademoiselle Merlet, and you may sing: 
‘ The last link is broken that bound me to thee.’ It will be very 
appropriate, I think.” 

“ I’ll get a brass band to accompany me; I couldn’t sing loud 
enough alone,” said Amy, following him as he ran down the steps 
at a reckless speed. 

Mrs. Carmen gave them a characteristic welcome. "Bob,” 
6he said, "I got your telegram, and so I am here. I wouldn’t 
have come for any other earthly reason except to rescue a pretty 
girl; I’d just made up my mind there was nothing in France 
worth the trip across the channel to get to it, and was going to 
Bend for you to come to me. Miss Alden, my dear, I am con- 
sumed with curiosity to hear your story. Bob telegraphed me 
enough to ruin him financially, but only enough to whet my desire 
to hear more. Fancy, being the victim of a plot ! And getting 
abducted ! You are quite equal to the old time, three-volume novel ! 
I intend to keep you talking half the night, and publish your ad- 
ventures in a magazine serial, and a thirty thousand edition 
novel as soon as I get home. And to think of Bob setting up as a 
Bound Table knight, and rescuing you I It is too absurdly thrill- 
ing! Speaking of tables, I think I shall not ask you to dinner 
to-night, Bobert, toi que j’aime, though I am sure you are count- 
ing on it. I want to have Miss Alden and her Parisian romance 
to myself; besides, I am tired after that Ferris wheel of a passage 
across the channel, and Miss Alden must be worn out from ex- 
citement. Why don’t you say good night, like a good boy, and 
come again to luncheon to-morrow? ” 

“ Chiefly because you will not give me a chance to say any- 
thing, aunty,” l&ughed Bobert. “ Good night, then. Good night. 
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Miss Alden. I will gladly lunch with you to-morrow, aunty, 
thanks; I suppose to-night we all need rest.” 

Am y put out both hands impulsively. " Good night,” she said. 
“ I think I have not said one word of thanks for what you have 
done. But it is only because I don’t know what to say. Not one 
word, nor thousands of words, could express my gratitude. I shall 
never forget it, never. I was so frightened, so lonely, so dis- 
couraged, and then you called me in the garden — ■” She stopped 
abruptly, blushing rosy red, a color reflected in Bobert’s face, for 
they both recollected for the first time that he had called her 
thrice: "Amy!” 

“ H’m,” murmured Mrs. Carmen inaudibly, looking from one 
to the other. " Well, I expected as much ! ” 

"You need not try to say anything, my dear Miss Alden,” 
Bobert was saying. "The relief, the gratitude I felt when I 
found you would have more than repaid a far harder task.” 

" Come to lunch, Bob,” Mrs. Carmen called after him as he 
left the room, " unless there is something else you would rather 
do; I won’t be exacting,” she added wickedly. 

When he reached his rooms, Bobert sat down beside his grate 
to think over the events of the past stirring twenty-four hours, 
and to dream over the great happiness that seemed, without pre- 
sumption, to be almost within his grasp. A knock at the door 
interrupted the pleasant reverie, and in response to his permis- 
sion to enter, a short, thick-set man whom he did not know, came 
in. " Monsieur Merriam ? ” he said inquiringly. 

" At your service,” said Bobert, rising to place a chair for his 
guest. 

" Thank you, no ; I have come but with a message. The Count 
de Fontanges has sent me to you. He has learned that the claim 
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and the identity of Miss Amy Alden must be established without 
delay, not later than the day after to-morrow. He bids me tell you 
that he has good reason to believe that there is no time to be lost.” 

“ Are you in the Count’s confidence ? ” asked Robert, taking a 
note which the stranger offered him, and looking over his shoulder 
at the little man, who showed a tendency to linger behind the 
screen near the door. 

“ Yes, and no. Monsieur,” he replied. “ I know thatYhe Count 
is most anxious to do all in his power to atone for a real or fancied 
wrong he has done the young lady who is interested in the case 
about to be settled. Please read the note; I will wait. The Count 
asked me to bring him your answer.” 

Robert unfolded the paper he had been holding. It was a note 
from the Count, telling him what his messenger had already said, 
that Amy's claim must be proved at once. And he went on to ask 
Robert to obtain for him the interview with Miss Alden which he 
had promised to try to secure him some time within the course of 
the coming day, as he had papers in his possession which would 
do away with any difficulty which might arise relative to her in- 
heritante, no matter what new scheme Mademoiselle Merlet had 
laid. Whether or not she had laid any he, the Count, was igno- 
rant, since he and that person were no longer on amicable terms. 
Robert considered a moment, and then wrote a brief answer? In 
it he told the Count that he would take it upon himself to promise 
him the interview with Miss Alden which he desired at half-past 
two on the following day. That though the arrival of the train in 
Paris had interrupted their conversation before that point was 
settled, Miss Alden had been softened toward the Count by what 
Robert told her of his desire to atone for the past, and he felt sure 
that she would see him. She was then, Robert told him, in his 
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aunt's care, and he suggested the hotel where they were staying 
as the best meeting place, promising that no one, unless it were 
Robert himself, who already knew what the Count desired to say, 
should be present. 

Folding the letter, and sealing it with an apology, he handed 
it to the Count's friend. “ Please be so good as to give that to 
Monsieur de Fontanges," he said. “ I hope he is recovered." 

“ The Count is feeling far better, he bade me say, thanks to 
Monsieur Merriam's great kindness and care. He will be about 
as usual to-morrow," the little man replied. “ I have the honor 
of wishing Monsieur Merriam a very good night and perfect 
repose." 

“ Good night," said Robert. 
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CHAPTEB X. 

8QUABIN0 ACCOUNTS. 

Amy met Robert with a joyful smile, and his aunt met him 
with a politely derisive one when he appeared at the hotel two 
hours before lunch-time on the following day. He explained, 
with some embarrassment as he caught the significance of Mrs. 
Carmen’s glance, that he had come to escort them to an exhibi- 
tion of old lace near at hand, and the elder and younger lady 
accepted the invitation with pleasure, both perhaps less for the 
sake of the laces than for their escort’s sake, for each in her 
way found the tall young man’s companionship more than 
agreeable. 

“ Aunty,” said Robert, as they strolled down the bright street, 
filled with gay promenaders, nearly all of whom stared at the 
pretty American girl whose face was aglow with happiness. “ I 
took the liberty of making an appointment for Miss Alden in your 
little parlor to-day at half-past two — with Monsieur le Comte de 
Fontanges.” 

“ Of all things ! ” cried Mrs. Carmen, stopping short. “ Did 
Miss Alden authorize you to do such a thing? I am sure I don’t 
want to see that man ! ” 

“ Truly, aunty, I think he as little desires to see you,” said 
Robert, laughing. “ I believe he wants to confess and be absolved, 
besides making restitution.” 
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“ I should imagine performing those actions to a priest would 
be a very good plan for him,” said Mrs. Carmen severely. “ Un- 
fortunately the kind of attrition such persons as he feel usually 
chooses a pretty girl for a confessor. Miss Alden can not see him 
alone.” 

“ No ; he is willing to let me be present at the interview. Miss 
Alden did not authorize it, but I gathered from what she said 
she would consent to it, and there was no time to consult her as 
to the final arrangement. It seems there is some new reason for 
haste in settling the question of Miss Alden’s identity, and the 
Count promises to put in her hands proofs which will circumvent 
any new move on Mademoiselle Merlet’s part. I believe he rather 
suspects her of planning some new mischief,” said Bobert. 

“ I have no objections to seeing the Count, if you think he is 
really sorry for the evil he has done ; I shouldn’t want to be hard 
on any one, especially — ” Amy broke off so suddenly, and with 
such a bright blush, that it required no great skill in mind-reading 
for Robert to finish her sentence for her. 

“ Especially when the erring wretch is fond of you. That is 
a proper, womanly feeling, one to be cultivated. Always harbor 
such charity, dear Miss Alden,” he said. 

“ Really, it is rather hard if ‘dear Miss Alden’ is to have 
none but good-for-nothing fellows for her admirers,” said Mrs. 
Carmen, looking whimsically up at her tall nephew; no one had 
confided in her, But she was assuming the position of confidant of 
the young people, and the promoter of her nephew’s desires. 

The laces proved interesting, and more beautiful than the en- 
grossed trio which had come to see them could appreciate, for each 
in the little party under Mrs. Carmen’s chaperoning was occupied 
with personal interests and saw the exquisite bits of gossamer-like 
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beauty with unseeing eyes. However, they had proved excuse for 
a pleasant outing, and filled up the hours before her interview 
with the Count, to which Amy found herself looking forward 
with apprehensive interest. 

He sent up his card at precisely the hour Robert had sug- 
gested, and was ushered up to Mrs. Carmen’s private parlor, where 
he found Robert seated alone awaiting him. His first eager glance 
around for the figure he longed, yet dreaded to see once more, by 
its sorrowful intensity, disarmed the resentment Robert felt re- 
newed toward him since he had last seen him. 

“ My aunt, Mrs. Carmen, has left me to take her place to-day. 
Monsieur le Comte/’ Robert said, rising. “ We felt you would 
rather not make new acquaintances now; indeed, I think I vir- 
tually promised you protection from that annoyance.” 

The Count did not extend his hand, realizing that Robert 
would rather not grasp it. 

“ Miss Alden ? ” he murmured. “ She will not see me ? ” 

“ Oh, yes, she will, quite wrillingly,” returned Robert. “ In- 
deed, I hear her coming now.” 

There was a soft rustle of silken skirts, and Amy entered, 
flushing and paling as she faced her former foe and captor. The 
Count bowed low before her as she paused with a table between 
herself and him. His face went quite white, and tears stood in 
his bold eyes as they fell before Amy’s kind, grave gaze. 

“ You are more than kind to let me see you again,” the Count 
said, speaking very low. “I have no right to forgiveness, yet 
that is what I came to beg. You have never known me but as an 
enemy. When you met me I was already leagued with a woman 
in a plot to defraud and misrepresent you, even deprive you of lib- 
erty, and the reputation of sanity. It is a poor plea that I had not 
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known you, poor in one sense, yet good in another. It would not 
have mattered if you had been ugly in face and temper; the in- 
justice, the crime would have been just as great if we had wronged 
a miserable specimen of womanhood, as if the victim had been 
such as you. But knowing such as you would prevent crime, and 
until I knew you I had very little of either conscience or con- 
sciousness in regard to right or wrong. Gradually I grew to feel 
that I was a monster who had done a monstrous thing ; I did not 
know at first that I felt this because — I loved you.” The Count 
bent lower still as he said these words, and his voice broke. 

Amy stood in pained embarrassment listening to the halting 
voice; she made an involuntary movement, half of pity, half of 
repulsion, as she heard these words. The Count raised his hand 
with a motion bespeaking patience. 

“ It was after I knew how dearly I loved you that I committed 
that mad act which you will less easily pardon than the plot with 
Mademoiselle Merlet. I stole you, and took you to Barbizon. 
Miss Alden, pray believe me ! If by dying I could wipe out the 
record of these past weeks, I would gladly die — though that is 
not saying much, for life holds very little for me. I would even 
be willing to live, and perform years of penance to undo what 
has been. I did not intend you harm ; even if you had not been, 
rescued you should not have suffered the slightest ill. I had 
already made up my mind to righting you as far as the property 
went, come what would. Your abduction was but a piece of mad- 
ness. I am sufficiently punished; you are going away where I 
shall never see you again, leaving me a broken wretch, with a new 
sense of his wafcted life upon him, and neither the knowledge nor 
the strength of purpose to redeem it. Will you forgive me? ” 

Bobert sat in pained silence listening to words which were 
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spoken straight to one ear, forgetful of his presence. He realized, 
as Amy could not, the pathos of an ending which declared truly 
the helplessness of a soul given over to wrong when it begins to 
perceive and flutter toward the light. 

But Amy was too tender-hearted not to be sensitive to the 
weariness in the monotonous, dreary voice ; quick tears sprang to 
her eyes, and she made an involuntary step toward the man who 
had always antagonized her. 

“ Count de Fontanges,” she said, “ indeed I will forgive you. 
I am so very sorry to see you unhappy. Try to forget you ever 
wronged me, unless it will make you better to remember it. If 
it is true that you have wasted your life can’t you use the rest of 
it in some splendid way? It would make me so happy that I 
should only be glad of all my strange adventures here if I could 
think when I went home that you were a great deal better, stronger 
man for my visit to Paris. Don’t say you haven’t much to live for. 
There is so very much to live for, and I’m sure you will find it. 
You will be happy, too, much happier than you ever have been, 
when you are good, as little children say. Don’t let me feel that I 
am going away leaving you to remorse that is only ineffectual. If 
you really care anything for me, be a man and a good man, and 
that will not only repay me for any wrong you contemplated to- 
ward me, but make me rejoice in the sweetest feeling in all the 
world — that I have been helpful to some one, and he is better for 
having known me.” 

Tears ran down the Count’s cheeks, and he was too French to 
be ashamed of their presence, as Amy spoke simply, and earnestly, 
out of the depth of her pure young heart. 

“ You take a very noble revenge, dear mademoiselle,” he said. 
“ I can only show my gratitude by fulfilling your generous wishes 
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for me. You may indeed go away thinking, not merely that I am 
better for having known you, but that you have saved me, and 
that I owe to you the first glimpse of heavenly things I have had 
on earth, and the dawn 'of hope or desire for heaven hereafter. 
I began by loving you selfishly ; I will end by loving you as we 
love the saints who are so far above us, but whose example keeps 
us on the right road. I wish I could thank you; there are no 
words in which one can thank another for such goodness as yours, 
and for what you have done for me. But I have come here not 
only to beg mercy for myself ; these papers are a part of my atone- 
ment.” The Count produced from his pocket a large envelope 
which he held toward Amy, and she stepped forward to take it. 

“ These are letters from Mademoiselle Merlet to me; they are 
not of such nature that you need hesitate to look at them. I am 
afraid I should not always have been so considerate of a woman 
for whom I felt ho respect, but it is part of your ennobling influ- 
ence that I have kept everything which was confidential, and have 
given you only those which were ordinary business letters. There 
should be honor among thieves, according to your English pro- 
verb, and we were leagued together to rob you,” added the Count 
sadly. “ Mademoiselle Merlet signed these letters to me with her 
own name — they were written before your uncle died, some of 
them, and before the scheme of which I so heartily repent was 
formed. But better still, there is a photograph of her in that 
packet, signed with her name across the back. I have reason to 
believe that she is taking steps to annoy you further; it can not be 
more than annoyance, since I am ready to testify to all the past 
wrong, and take the penalty, whatever it may be, if necessary. 
But you would rather avoid any further trouble, and the settlement 
of the question takes place immediately. Let Monsieur Merriam 
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show these letters to Elise Merlet to-morrow, and tell her the 
game is played. I will not see her if it can be avoided, for reasons 
not necessary to enter into. I think if yon will do this, yon will 
reoeive your legacy with no farther trouble. Qo back to fortunate 
America, and forget your unhappy experiences on our Nil.” 

“ Thank you, thank you very much,” Amy said, fingering the 
packet nervously. “ You have been kind, and I shall not forget 
my experiences here ; you have made it possible for me to say that 
I do not want to, for it will be a sweet remembrance that you 
were good enough to tell me 1 had helped you.” 

The Count drew himself up as if for a final effort. “ Now, I 
will go, mademoiselle,” he said. “ There is nothing more that I 
can say, nothing more than you aan do since you have forgiven 
me, and bidden me live with the right to be a better man for the 
sake of the thought of you. It remains but to say: Good-by.” 
His voice broke, and there was no mistaking the sincerity of the 
humility and strength of the feeling Amy had aroused in this 
strange creature. Impulsively she put out her hand. The Count 
caught it in both of his, and bent over it. “ Good-by,” she said 
gently. “ I shall trust your promise, and go away grateful that 
you are remembering me by keeping it. I have nothing but the 
kindest feeling left toward you, and no memory of anything but 
the service you have just done me, and the feeling you show for 
me. Good-by, and God help you, and give you all you have thus 
far missed out of your life.” 

Count de Fontanges raised the little hand he had clasped to 
his forehead, held it a moment to his heart, and dropped it with a 
groan ; Robert, watching the -scene with compassion, and yet with 
the wonder of an American accustomed to conceal his emotions, 
noted that he did not kiss it as he would have done under more 
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trivial circumstances. The poor, world-battered man, who had 
never in his life before known a worthy nor unselfish affection, 
turned away from the girl who stood to him as a revelation of 
good, and the possibility of happiness, and left the room and her 
presence forever without another word. Robert liked him the 
better that he quite forgot the other one who had been kind to him 
also. 

In the morning Robert took the letters given Amy by the 
Count, and acted on his suggestion of trying their effect on Made- 
moiselle Merlet. He found that lady absent from her apartment, 
and was retracing his steps across the little square near by where 
he and Amy had seen Sophie injured, when he espied Mademoi- 
selle* Merlet talking with a boy who was seated on one of the 
benches, while two other lads of his own age hung over the back 
apparently assisting at the consultation. So engrossed was she in 
her subject that she did not see Robert approaching, and he caught 
the words she was speaking as he came up. 

“ If your employer thinks that he can secure the money to me 
without my signature I should prefer it,” she said. “ Tell him I 
commend his discretion in sending a verbal message, rather than 
writing; letters are dangerous. I am Miss Alden. If he acts at 
once I think there will be no difficulty — " 

“ There will never be difficulty, Mademoiselle Merlet ; hence- 
forth impossibility is your word,” said Robert, coming up so sud- 
denly that the woman uttered a sharp scream. Then he turned 
to the boy who was watching him, and listening to the title he 
gave the lady with mouth agape. “ Tell your employer that if he 
values his safety he will not stir in the affairs of this person, who 
is not Miss Amy Alden, and whose career of fraud is ended. Take 
yourself off with this message.” 
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“ How dare you ? ” gasped Mademoiselle Merlet, unable to say 
more, as the boy obeyed. 

“ Now, Mademoiselle Merlet, dare is a word I am surprised to 
hear from one who has proved herself rather too daring for her 
own welfare,” remarked Robert. “ Suppose we take this seat, and 
let me unfold to you a few reasons why I dare, and why you 
would do well to dare no more.” 

“ I will not sit, I will not talk to you,” panted Mademoiselle 
Merlet 

“ It is not necessary for you to talk to me, but you will listen 
to what I have to say,” Robert said quietly. “As to sitting, I 
would as lief stand.” 

“ Where is that girl and the Count ? ” demanded the woman. 

“ Ah, yes ; you mean Miss Alden when you say ‘ that girl ’ ? 
She is with my aunt at a hotel in the city. I can not tell you 
where the Count is, except that he is in Paris, or was this morn- 
ing, when he called on us. He has fallen desperately in love with 
Miss Alden,” Robert continued, enjoying the expression of rage 
and dismay creeping over Mademoiselle Merlefs face as she 
listened. “ Love for one who is so good and true has aroused in 
him a conscience which has hitherto been entirely dormant, and 
the resolution to live better in the future. The first step toward 
this he has taken by renouncing his partnership with you, and 
putting into Miss Alden’s hands the proofs of your identity. 
.They take the form of letters from you to him, antedating Miss 
Alden’s coming to Paris, and written from Spain. Also your 
picture, inscribed with a kind message and your signature across 
the back.” 

“ The wretch 1 The false, base wretch 1 My letters ! ” gasped 
Mademoiselle Merlet. 
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“ Calm yourself, Mademoiselle,” Robert said, finding his part 
in the theatrical scene most amusing. “ The Count remarked 
justly that there should be honor among thieves, so he retained 
the personal letters of which you are doubtless thinking, and gave 
us only the indifferent ones, just as good as evidence, since the sig- 
nature, and not the nature of the letters was the important consid- 
eration. Come, Mademoiselle Merlet, the game’s up ! Miss Alden is 
gentle and merciful ; she will not prosecute you for what you have 
done, and you know quite well what would be the result if she did. 
She wants only to get her affairs settled, and to go home. If you 
recognize your defeat, and sign this paper, admitting that you are 
Elise Merlet, and promising to make no further attempt at theft 
and fraud — ugly words to use to a woman, but apt ones — you 
shall go your ways unmolested. If you refuse, you shall be under 
arrest in ten minutes, and you know better than I, a foreigner, 
what will follow that step.” 

Mademoiselle Merlet stood, turning greenish white and red by 
turns, biting her under lip, and twisting her fingers. Robert 
waited patiently for her to speak. 

At last she looked up, throwing back her head with a fierce 
glance at her conqueror, yielding to the inevitable. 

“ Give me the paper to sign,” she said. 

"I carry a fountain pen, Mademoiselle Merlet; it is at your 
service,” said Robert with impenetrable calmness, as he offered 
the defeated woman the pen. “ Here is the paper; you will read 
it, if you please, and see that «it contains precisely what I have 
stated it contained, and you will sign just here. Take my wallet 
to write on.” 

"You are a brute,” said the woman, tears of helpless rage 
standing in her eyes as she dropped on the bench. 1 
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Robert bowed without speaking, in acknowledgment of the 
compliment. Mademoiselle Merlet hastily read over the paper 
she was required to sign, dashed the angry tears from her eyes, 
shook the ink from the pen on the ground, started to sign, 
stopped, shook the pen again, passed the baek of her hand furi- 
ously across her forehead, and signed her name, “ Elise Merlet,” 
in a great, sprawling signature. 

Bobert received back the paper, folded it, and bowed. “ That 
is all, Mademoiselle Merlet. We part now. I hope the future will 
bring you better aims, which must of necessity lead to greater hap- 
piness. Allow me to wish you good-day.” 

Mademoiselle Merlet stamped her foot without replying be- 
yond a fierce gesture of dismissal, and Robert turned away with- 
out another word, well satisfied, for victory was his — and Amy’s. 
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CHAPTER XI. 

THE FINAL ACT OF THE DRAMA. 

The end of Amy's visit to Paris was attained. Ten days 
after Robert's final victory over Mademoiselle Merlet saw Her and 
Mrs. Carmen and Doctor and Mrs. Helden busily engaged in 
seeing the beauties of the great city whose charms Amy had 
not had much opportunity to enjoy. The two women getting 
into their trunks the purchases with which they had equipped 
themselves for a far-reaching future. For Mrs. Carmen had 
decided that she too would return to her native land, and she 
and her nephew were booked for the same steamer on which Amy 
had engaged passage — an arrangement neither of the younger 
members of the little party found objectionable, if it had not been 
planned, as Amy strongly suspected, by Robert himself. Both 
she and Robert were looking forward with brightest anticipations 
to a repetition of the long days on shipboard in which they had 
learned to know — Amy would not yet add, even "in her own 
thoughts — and love* each other. 

There were no further difficulties in establishing Amy's claim 
to her legacy, no attempt on the part of the chief conspirator 
against her to show herself, much less contest Amy's rights. The 
money had been paid to her, and Amy realized that forty thousand 
dollars in actual possession was, after all, not a thing to despise, 
and felt grateful to the unknown uncle who had enriched her. 
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Of the Count there were no more tidings; he had disappeared 
forever out of Amy’s life, she hoped into a better life of his own. 
He at least had shown a glimmering of perception of duty, and 
regret for wrong-doing at the last, and even Mrs. Carmen, on 
hearing the story of his final interview with Amy, ceased to berate 
him, and wished him well ; he deserved more charity than Made- 
moiselle Merlet, she said. 

The eve of departure from Paris came at last ; happy as the last 
part of her stay in the brilliant city had been, Amy welcomed the 
date that set her on her way homeward. Doctor Helden, Mr. 
Bomaine and two or three more members of that club which had 
been Amy’s gateway to final triumph were invited to spend that 
last evening in Mrs. Carmen’s tiny hotel salon. They came with 
sincere intent to make it a memorable evening, and it succeeded 
perfectly. Bomaine told so many funny stories that Mrs. Carmen 
— who was in her element, dearly loving the companionship of 
bright men — begged for mercy. Doctor Helden took Bobert one 
side and earnestly advised him to try to make “ that sweet girl 
care for him.” He knew the value of such a wife as she would 
make from the happiest of personal experience, he said, and it 
would be base ingratitude to a kind providence not to make the 
most of his exceptional opportunities to win her while she was ex- 
cluded from the reach of other, may be better fellows. But he 
laid his hand so affectionately on Robert’s shoulder as he spoke 
that there was no mistaking the fact that he considered a better 
fellow hard to find. Bobert replied dutifully to the interest of his 
elder that he would do his very utmost to gratify him. 

Good-bys were regretfully spoken, with promises of ultimate 
reunion either by the return of the three travelers to France or 
that of the exiles to their native laud. 
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" And now for bed, my dear, and one good night’s sleep, the 
last until I lay my head on my pillow at home in West Fifty-fifth 
street,” said Mrs. Carmen, when Kobert and his guests had de- 
parted, and she and Amy were left alone. " It is monstrous to 
think a sane woman deliberately condemns herself to a week’s tor- 
ture of sleeplessness and deadly sickness when she has a country as 
big as ours to wander about in if she hasn’t sense to be contented 
at home. I will never, never cross the Atlantic again ; I’ve said 
so every time I’ve done it.” 

Am y laughed. " That is not a very convincing proof that you 
will keep your word this time, dear Mrs. Carmen,” she said. 
"And you almost promised Mr. Romaine you would be- back to 
see the exhibition of his pictures which he talks of giving next 
year. But I long to see Japan much more than I do to return to 
Paris.” 

"So do I,” said Mrs. Carmen quickly. "I really believe I 
may go there another year.” Then seeing by Amy’s sly look that 
she had fallen into a trap, she added : " Only a fool is always con- 
sistent, you impertinent little scamp; at any rate that would 
be the Pacific, and I distinctly specified the Atlantic, you will 
’remember.” 

The next day Amy and Mrs. Carmen drove for the last time 
through the sunny streets, and were met at the railway station by 
Bobert, whose beaming face smiled at them in the compartment 
all the way to Havre; it was such an unspeakable delight to travel 
this way, like the most united of families, and Robert’s head 
spun with the dizzy joy the image aroused of future journeys with 
his erratic, but affectionate aunt, and Amy as his dear little wife. 

The passage across the channel was so unusually peaceful that 
even Mrs. Carmen made it with little perturbation, called up 
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rather by the forecertainty of buffering than by the present condi- 
tions. The ride to Liverpool accomplished, Amy found herself 
treading the deck of the Etruria with the sensation of coming 
home ; they were welcomed by the captain as old friends — indeed, 
Mrs. Carmen’s frequent trips entitled her to be considered an 
old friend — and it was with pleasure unalloyed by any regret save 
that she could not have lingered a little in the land of Shakespeare 
and Thackeray that Amy watched the green shores of England 
fade away, and the bow of the great ship rise and fall as it plowed 
its way toward home. 

The experience of the outward trip was repeated; Mrs. Car- 
men took to her stateroom permanently on the second day out, 
and Bobert and Amy were left to pace the deck alone. 

“ I am an ideal chaperon, my child,” said Mrs. Carmen whim- 
sically, as she bade Amy farewell. “I am here for propriety, 
and not here for intrusion. I hope you and Bobert are going to 
get on well. Amy, listen to me ; if he wants to marry you don’t 
refuse him; I want you also.” And poor Amy did not know what 
to answer. 

Bobert did not ask her to marry him; she discovered on the 
third day out that she was safe from the moment she still dreaded* 
and gave herself up to the enjoyment of the hour, guessing the 
truth that Bobert meant to wait until she had been given back 
into her grandfather’s hands before asking her to give herself for- 
ever into his. For that Bobert loved her, and that when the mo- 
ment came that he asked the great question she must answer yes, 
little Amy knew quite well. And Bobert, without being in the 
least a coxcomb, felt assured of his great happiness, for Amy was 
too crystal clear to deceive him, and her eyes were alight with 
joy each beautiful summer morning when they met on the shining 
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deck. They were halcyon days of brooding peace, full of certainty 
of joy to come, the sweeter for not being yet definitely assured. 

One morning, Amy, walking alone before Robert had yet ap- 
peared, saw a figure that seemed familiar to her, and went toward 
it, not believing it possible that she was right, yet with the resem- 
blance she recognized growing stronger -as she approached. It 
was the figure of a woman leaning over the rail, gazing down at 
the water with profound dejection expressed in every drooping 
muscle, and with eyes that seemed unseeing of all but the glassy 
expanse below. But in spite of her apparent absorption the woman 
must have been keeping look-out for her fellow passengers ; before 
Amy eould get near enough to see more than the contour of her 
cheek she had turned and glided swiftly through the door leading 
to the cabins of the second-class passengers. 

Amy sought the captain, whom she saw at the far end of the 
ship talking with a subordinate officer ; she almost ran the dis- 
tance between them, and arrived before him so breathless from 
haste and excitement that she stood a moment leaning on her 
parasol before speaking. x 

“Well, Miss Alden, and what is it?” boomed the captain in 
his big voice, smiling down on Amy, who was a prime favorite 
of his. 

“ Captain, Fm perfectly sure I have just seen* Mademoiselle 
Elise Merlet ; is she on board ? ” panted Amy. 

“ My dear young lady, I earnestly hope she is, if you have seen 
her; we sailors object to the supernatural,” laughed the captain. 
“ But I don’t know of such a person. Who is she ? An actress 
or singer, eh? I find it’s usually one or the other whose presence 
on board strikes my girl passengers as a sort of miracle, and 
plunges them into the wildest excitement.” 
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“ She isn’t either ; she is a woman with whom I stayed in 
Paris, and who — ” Amy stopped short, remembering that there 
was no reason why the story of Mademoiselle Merlet’s wrong- 
doing should be told. “ Don’t you really know whether she is on 
board? The person I thought was she was standing near the 
door leading to the second-class cabin, and went through it very 
quickly as I came up to her. She may be crossing in that cabin.” 

“ 1 don’t remember the name,” said the captain, “ but I’ll get 
the list and go over it for you. Do you want to see her?” 

“ No, but I would like to know what has made her come to 
America — and, of all things, on the ship with me,” said Amy. 

“ Ton wait around here, and I’ll let you know if she booked ; 
you may have been mistaken, you know,” said the captain, sa- 
luting Amy, and turning away. 

Robert was with her when the captain returned, reporting his 
failure to find the name of Elise Merlet among his passengers. 
“ If I had been here I would not have let you taken the trouble 
to look,” said Robert, after Amy had thanked the captain. “ If 
Mademoiselle Merlet is on the Etruria it is not under her own 
name.” 

Henceforth Amy and Robert kept a sharp lookout for the per- 
son who had run into the second cabin, hut she did not appear, a 
fact tending to confirm their suspicion that she really was Amy’s 
foe. 

The Etruria kept on her course, and was but a day and one 
more night out from New York when Robert was standing near 
her bow, smoking his night-cap cigar under the stars. It was 
getting toward midnight, and nearly all the passengers had turned 
in, except two or three men, who, like himself, lingered to 
smoke, for the air was delicious, the sea smooth as glass. 
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As Robert stood idly tearing up bits of paper and watching 
them float away across the rail he fancied he espied a woman who 
certainly did resemble Mademoiselle Merlet, creeping in the shadow 
toward the door leading to the second cabin, as if she wished to 
avoid being seen, precisely as Amy had described the action of the 
woman she had observed. Robert started toward her, cutting 
across the direction in which she was headed with such rapidity 
that it was impossible for her to escape him. Brought to bay, she 
turned and lifted her face defiantly. It was Mademoiselle Merlet. 
Amy had been right. 

“ This is an unexpected pleasure, mademoiselle,” Bobert said, 
tossing away his cigar. 

“Does Mr. Merriam think, perhaps, that only he and his 
friends have the right to visit the United States?.” demanded the 
woman. 

“ Certainly not; the United States is most hospitable, a coun- 
try which — wisely or foolishly according to one’s point of view — 
harbors almost anything that comes its way, as Mademoiselle Mer- 
let knows quite well. Yet if it would not be impertinent, I should 
confess to curiosity as to why Mademoiselle Merlet abandons her 
Parisian friends and crosses on the ship with mine?” said Bobert 
quietly. 

“Do you suppose I knew that you and Miss Alden were 
sailing on this ship?” Mademoiselle Merlet asked angrily. “I 
had no idea you were leaving Paris so soon, much less that you 
had taken passage on the Etruria. As to my leaving Paris, there 
is nothing left there for me. I hate the thought of it, with its 
beauty, and its cruel selfishness. There is nothing left for me 
anywhere, for that matter, but most of all the earth I loath Paris. 
I am poor, thanks to the unjust will of your pretty doll’s uncle; 
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I can earn my living better in America than elsewhere — if I de- 
cide to live,” she added under her breath. 

“ Mademoiselle Merlet, I don’t know anything about Miss 
Alden’s uncle; she doesn’t, as far as that goes. If he has been 
unjust in the matter of his will Miss Alden is not to blame. I 
should be 6orry to say anything unkind, but you know your action 
in the affair forces one to believe that there was always a serious 
lack of integrity in you, and that the will was the result of Miss 
Alden’s uncle discovering it. But that is pure conjecture, and if 
it is so you know it, and no one else can. But on my word, I’m 
sorry for you. What do you purpose doing, if you don’t mind tell- 
ing me ? I ask in kindly interest, not mere curiosity.” 

“ I may go to the Far West, and try to persuade one of your 

% 

oil princes to let me live in his household as French governess to 
his daughters. I am well educated, and quite competent to train 
up the progeny of a cowboy to be an ornament to society, though 
I suppose you think their morals would suffer in the contact with 
me. Well, the oil man won’t know about my morals, unless you 
are one of the good people who feel called upon to dog a sinner’s 
steps,” said Mademoiselle Merlet, with a sneer. 

“ Mademoiselle Merlet, when you remember that it was entirely 
in Miss Alden’s power to have left you serving # a term in a French 
prison you have no reason to speak so bitterly of her, nor of the 
friends who advised her,” said Robert sternly. “ None of us will 
pursue you, none of us but* would be glad to hear that you were 
prospering, and by honest means, though you may not believe it. 
You spoke as if there were an alternative in your mind ; ifc that 
something you like better ? ” 

Mademoiselle Merlet gave him a singular look. “Yes,” she 
fcaid, “ it is something I like better, but I have not yet decided 
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between them. If I take the latter course you shall know of it 
to-morrow. Now, if you please, I will wish you a very good 
night.” She bowed, gracefully, as she did everything, but with a 
certain air of spiteful mockery, and was gone. Robert took out 
another cigar and smoked it thoughtfully; it was a singular 
chance that had brought this voman across the ocean on the 6ame 
ship that bore Amy ; there was something desperate, furious in her 
voice and manner that troubled him. However, he decided, as at 
last he tossed the butt of his cigar overboard, and crossed the deck 
to go to his stateroom, that he was powerless to help the miserable 
woman, nor was he in the least certain that she deserved or desired 
help. Wounded vanity, rage at the defeat of criminal schemes, 
these were the causes of her unhappiness, and not repentance for 
wrong done nor desire to do better. 

The next day at its dawning saw the Etruria getting up to 
Sandy Hook, and found a general stir of anticipation among the 
passengers. Mrs. Carmen reappeared on deck, announcing that she 
had never before been so lightly sick. Amy was so happily ex- 
cited that Robert begged his aunt to keep a hand through one arm 
while he held the other all day, lest she leap from the vessel and 
wing her way up to the Battery. 

In the midst of the universal rejoicing, the delight of wan- 
derers returning home, the eager curiosity of those who were about 
to see the new land for the first time, there suddenly arose a 
shriek of horror. A woman threw herself at the rail near the bow, 
and before the sailor who rushed toward her could seize her, she 
had leaped overboard and disappeared in the ocean. It was all so 
sudden, so awful, that the passengers, nearly all of whom were on 
deck, stood spellbound, while the crew with their perfect training 
lower'ed and manned the lifeboat. Once the woman arose, and was 
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seen to be striking out boldly. A long breath of relief was drawn 
by every spectator of the tragedy; at least she could swim, and 
would be saved. But as this thought was voiced by each one to 
his neighbor, her head disappeared beneath the water, and with 
6uch suddenness that there was no doubt that she had either been 
seized by something and drawn under or had deliberately dived 
with the intention not to be saved. 

The oars of the lifeboat rose and sank, glittering in the sun- 
shine, but the woman did not rise again. In vain the sailors 
sought for her; she was gone, carrying out, as all the spectators 
believed, her plan of suicide with desperate coolness and resolu- 
tion. 

“It is Mademoiselle Merlet, Amy,” whispered Robert, and 
Amy nodded. She had seen and recognized her as she leaped. 

“ I remember she once said that she was an expert swimmer,” 
Amy whispered after a moment, in which she had forced herself to 
speak. The sight of the woman with whom she had lived, and 
whom she had known only too well, throwing herself to death, 
completing her list of crime by self-murder, had turned the girl 
sick with horror. 

The lifeboat rowed about the spot for more than half an hour 
while the great ship's engines beat slowly, and she drifted toward 
the harbor waiting for her passenger who should never return. 

At last the lifeboat was drawn up, the search abandoned, and 
the Etruria, putting on full steam again, continued, her course 
homeward. 

Amy laid her head on Mrs. Carmen's shoulder, her cheeks wet 
with tears. Such a horrible end, such a wasted life! To the 
innocent girl, meeting for the first time with real knowledge of 
wrong and final despair, the tragedy seemed unbearable. 
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“ Courage, Amy; courage, little girl,” whispered the older 
woman, whose sharpness of speech always vanished at the touch of 
genuine emotion. “ * Between the saddle and the ground*; you 
know the true, comforting lines. Perhaps the wretched woman, 
too, has ‘ mercy sought, and mercy found.* ** 

A little tug had been puffing about near the Etruria at the 
time of the accident ; she was still in sight, and it was discovered 
that she was signaling the big ship. The result of her signals was 
received with a shout a few moments later when the captain came 
on deck. “ Ladies and gentlemen,** he said, “ it gives me great 
pleasure to relieve the tension this last hour has put upon your 
feelings, and lift the cloud it placed over our happy arrival. The 
passenger, the woman who leaped from our deck a short time ago, 
has been picked up by a tug running near the spot, and is safe on 
board her.** 

A great cheer rent the air, and Amy uttered a fervant C( Thank 
God!” 

It was the last tidings she ever received of Mademoiselle 
Merlet, but it left her the hope that the woman who had wronged 
her had come up from her face to face encounter with death, and 
death by her own hand, realizing and repenting the wrong she had 
done, and that somewhere in the wide West she was carrying out 
her plan of earning an honest living, a better and a happier woman 
than when she had known her. And with this hope Amy turned 
her face toward New York and gave herself up without reserve 
to the joy of coming home. 
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CHAPTER XII. 

HOHK AGAIN FROM A FOREIGN SHORE. 

“ It teems so strange to find everything here, just as we left 
it/’ cried Amy rapturously, as the Etruria came closer and closer 
to Liberty, holding up her torch to salute her since the sunshine 
did away with the necessity of lighting the big ship in. 

“It would be even stranger to find Miss Liberty off duly; 
dining with the statue of Nathan Hale over at the Astor House, 
for instance,” said Robert, poking fun at Amy, yet delighting in 
her delight at getting home. 

“ I never can help the feeling that even the buildings will be 
different when I come back from a trip; it is hard to understand 
that all the changes of weeks or months are only in one’s self,” 
Amy said thoughtfully. 

“ Do you feel that you have changed much since you sailed out 
of this harbor?” Robert asked, bending eagerly for her answer. 
But he never got it; Amy took advantage of the beautiful flight 
of a flock of gulls to turn to Mrs. Carmen, calling her attention 
to them, and Robert must need be satisfied with the sudden rosy 
tinting of the tip of her ear. 

How beautiful to homesick eyes was the first glimpse of the 
low gray Barge Office, the gateway of the emigrants to the New 
World! How far more interesting than the palaces of France 
the high buildings lining the western bank of the river, and the 
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smoky foundries on the Jersey shore! Trinity spire, looking 
dwarfed by the giants which had mounted skyward beside it since 
it was the tall landmark of lower Broadway, showed for a moment 
through the tunnel of the narrow cross street, and Amy cried out 
joyfully that she could tell the time by the Jersey Central station 
clock, as though daily commonplaces had been rendered miracu- 
lous by her brief absence. Up, up, they crept, past the crowded 
river banks, past the impertinent tugs, and the cumbersome ferry- 
boats with their load of home-going commuters crowding to the 
points where they could best see the big liner, enjoying that slight 
modern taste of the old excitement which greeted the merchant 
ships from Europe, or those fragrant with cargoes from China 
when they came up with full sail set into the harbor of the little 
colonial town of .New York. 

It was hard to be patient through the tedious detail of getting 
into dock, being made fast, and detained by a thousand petty, and 
— to the ignorant — unnecessary last manipulations of the ship. 
But at last Amy found herself tripping down the gangway, Mrs. 
Carmen following somewhat in the rear, and finally, with her feet 
actually on the dock which had to do duty, with its blackened 
planks, for the more poetical “ native soil ” which travelers’ feet 
are supposed to tread so gladly. 

Bobert was to remain behind to see to the trunks, and Mrs. Car- 
men and Amy went up-town together in a cab. Amy had not sent 
her grandfather word when she was starting, wishing to surprise 
him, and she was in such a ‘flutter of impatience that Mrs. Car- 
men laughingly gave the order to drive to Mr. Alden’s first, not 
daring, she said, to risk the effect of an extra moment’s delay on 
Amy. 

The shades were not quite drawn down when Amy bade Mrs. 
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Carmen an affectionate good-night, with the promise of meeting 
again very soon, and ran up the steps, and rang the bell of her 
grandfather’s house. She could see the old gentleman seated beside 
the open fire reading his conservative evening paper, and had hard 
work to wait until her summons was answered. Laying her hand 
quickly on the maid’s lips to check the cry of surprise she would 
have uttered at the sight of her young mistress, Amy pushed aside 
the portiere, and entered: Her grandfather, hearing the slight 
rustle of her skirts, looked at her; then, with an exclamation of 
surprise and joy, sprang up, disturbing the purring black cat by 
the suddenness of his movement, and rushed toward Amy with 
both hands extended, as she ran into his arms. 

For the moment neither could utter more than inarticulate 
words of delight in getting each other back again, but after a brief 
time Amy was telling the story of her adventures, not one word 
of which had reached her grandfather’s ears, curling herself at his 
feet to talk as in the old days, before the dull fire which the dear 
old gentleman enjoyed even in June. 

Mr. Alden listened to his granddaughter’s tale with such 
horror, and was so disturbed at the mere thought of the annoyance 
to which she had been subjected, that Amy was very glad he had 
not heard of it until it was quite past. 

“ Well, at any rate I have you back safe, my pet, and I’ll keep 
you here all the rest of my days ; you won’t leave your old grand- 
father again, will you, dearie?” he said as she ended. 

“ I hope not, grandpa ; I don’t mean to leave you,” Amy said 
faintly, with the guilty recollection of Robert, and what she knew 
was near at hand. But not for him, not for any one, nor any- 
thing, did she mean to leave her grandfather alone again. 

Robert called on Amy the next day ; it was curious how much 
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more formidable the romanee she had been living, and been 
dreamily happy in, seemed when brought to her own door. She 
realized that she had a lover when she presented Robert to her 
grandfather, thinking that it would not be long before the younger 
man told the elder unwelcome tidings. Robert planned to make 
his winning of Amy as decorous as possible ; he had thought what 
he should say to her grandfather, and how, the old gentleman’s 
consent won, he should gently draw from the girl he loved the 
confession of her love for him, and her consent to be his wife. But 
fat® ordered otherwise, and decorous Robert could not carry out so 
much of his programme as getting Mr. Alden’s permission to 
speak to Amy before the fateful words were said. 

He left home one afternoon — Mrs. Carmen’s home was his — 
having a distinct understanding with his aunt that he was going 
to put his fate to the touch, and if all went well he would bring 
back to her to tea her future niece, who would be to her more like 
a daughter, as Robert was practically her adopted son. 

But Mr. Alden was out when he arrived at the shrine of his 
hopes, and he found Amy in such a repellent mood that he 
scarcely knew her. With the skill of her sex she had built a 
barrier around herself, subtle but most real, over which poor 
Robert felt — with the stupidity of his sex — he could never hope to 
climb. 

Like a true man he believed that all his hope had been vain, 
that the sweet conviction he had cherished of Amy’s love for him 
was a delusion, and all was over between them. Still, Mrs. Car- 
men was expecting Amy to tea ; there was no reason why, if she 
did not love him, she should not be his aunt’s guest, no reason why 
Mrs. Carmen should be disappointed because he was not merely 
disappointed, but heart-broken. 
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So, with altruistic tragedy of maimer, Robert told Amy that 
his aunt was expecting her, and asked her to let him escort her 
to Mrs. Carmen’s house, and Amy, accepting the invitation 
gravely, even patiently, went up-stairs to make ready. Here she 
shed a few tears because Robert was so changed to her, changed 
into a distance of demeanor which she was sure was not her fault, 
and which could never, never be restored to the former — friendli- 
ness (she would not use a stronger word). Amy would have wept 
more freely over this new grief, but that Robert was waiting, and 
she really had not time; besides, as she put on her hat, and saw 
the damaging effect of tears on her pretty face, she hastily dried 
them, deferring mourning her lost lover till that lover was where 
he could not see that her eyes and the tip of her small nose were 
reddened. 

The walk to Mrs. Carmen’s was accomplished with no lessen- 
ing of the constraint on both sides, but rather with deepening 
gloom. It was an Amy who had difficulty in trying to call a smile 
to her face who waited the brief moment which elapsed before 
Robert’s summons at the door was answered. 

The maid was about to conduct them into her mistress’ pres- 
ence with due dignity when the portiere swung back, and Mrs. 
Carmen rushed out and threw herself on Amy’s neck with such a 
tearful, smiling, flushed countenance as the young girl had never 
seen the elder lady wear. 

“My dear, dear, precious child!” she cried, to Amy’s un- 
speakable amazement, for she had never thought of her as emo- 
tional. “My darling daughter! The very girl I would have 
chosen out of all the world for Robert’s wife! Oh, I am so 
happy, so glad for you both and for myself ! ” 

“ I don’t — know — what you mean,” gasped. Amy, withdrawing 
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herself as far as she could from the convulsive embrace enfolding 
her. 

“ Nonsense ! Kiss me quick, kiss your aunty this very in- 
stant! Do you suppose I don’t know what Robert went to see 
your grandfather for? Don’t be a goose, Aimee, the beloved,” 
cried Mrs. Carmen, rapturously. 

“ Mr. Alden was out,” said Robert feebly, realizing that it was 
his duty to explain, and rescue Amy, but was not equal to the 
task. 

“ Well, Amy is the important consideration ; Mr. Alden won’t 
refuse consent to what she desires, as long as she desires nothing 
worse than you. Bob. Of course you accepted him, or you wouldn’t 
be here ? ” added Mrs. Carmen sharply, a sudden doubt crossing 
her mind. 

“ He didn’t—” began Amy, then stopped, and burst into mis- 
erable tears as she realized what an embarrassing speech she was 
about to make. 

“I didn’t tell Miss Alden that I loved her,” said Robert 
stoutly, taking up Amy’s words manfully, though his face crim- 
soned at the necessity. 

“ What do you mean by putting us both in such a position ? ” 
demanded Mrs. Carmen indignantly. “ Don’t cry, my dear; I 
thought of course this silly boy had wooed and won you. It doesn’t 
matter; he meant to, and I suppose his courage failed.” 

u Miss Alden seemed to me to desire anything rather than to 
be told of- my love,” said Robert, driven to self-defense. “ She 
was distantly polite, and I should not have had the right to force 
myself upon her when she repelled me thus — after our intimacy, 
too.” 

“ Oh, Bob, you are a goose,” said his aunt relieved, and burst- 
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ing out laughing. “ Not to know a girl better than that! Be 
comforted, Amy ; he proves that he has not had much dealing with 
your sex; he won’t have to perjure himself by swearing you are 
the only girl he ever loved — actions speak louder than assertions ! 
I am going up-stairs for precisely fifteen minutes by this watch,” 
added Mrs. Carmen, glancing at the watch at her belt. “ When 
I come back I expect to find you engaged. Qood-by,” and she left 
the room. 

“ We can’t disappoint her, can we ? ” asked Bobert softly, going 
over to Amy and taking her hands, trying to see the face she bent 
down over her lap away from his eyes. “ For of course you know 
quite well how much I love you, Aim6e, the beloved,” he added, 
borrowing his aunt’s pet name. 

“ No one can ever know such a thing as that, never, no matter 
how she is treated,” said Amy,. with something between a sob 
and a laugh. 

“That’s why you made me so miserable this afternoon,” 
began Bobert. 

“That’s why you made me so miserable,” retorted Amy. 
“ You were so cool to me ! ” 

“ Oh, never ! It was you ; you were behind a big fence, and I 
couldn’t see over,” cried Bobert. 

“ In Barbizon you broke through,” murmured Amy, but not 
so low that Bobert did not catch her words. 

“ By Jove, so I did ! ” cried Bobert rapturously. And when, 
true to her word, Mrs. Carmen descended just fifteen minutes 
from the time she left the room, she found them, as she had re- 
quested, engaged. 

Poor Mr. Alden was stunned by this speedy demand to re- 
linquish Amy so soon after recovering her. But there was no 
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ground on which he could object to Robert ; on the contrary, there 
was every reason for being* grateful to the providence which had 
given her the love of a man so true-hearted, good and upright, 
and desirable from every point of view. His consent was not long 
in being given; indeed, he loved his granddaughter too truly to 
withhold it, or consider his coming loneliness. And as a reward 
for his unselfishness, both his granddaughter and his future 
grandson assured him that he should never lose her who was the 
light of his failing eyes. 

Mrs. Carmen, who was a little like Mrs. Boffin — with the in- 
evitable differences — in being rather “ a high-flier after fashion,” 
decided to give a betrothal dinner to introduce her future niece 
and Robertas wife to her own, and Robert’s friends, for, in a city 
as large as New York there is a wide gap between members of 
different social sets, and Amy’s friends had never been among 
those known to Mrs. Carmen and her nephew. Amy was too 
happy to be afraid of strangers, though all her life she had 
fought shyness. It was only delightful to meet those' who 
had known Robert since he was a little boy — for in the end 
the dinner resolved itself into a family one — and for whom, 
by this wonderful miracle of bliss which had been wrought, 
he felt less love than for her little self. She dressed in her 
pure white dinner-dress, and fastened Robert’s flowers at her 
breast with only joyous anticipations, and took her place at her 
grandfather’s side in the carriage with glad alacrity. Mr. Alden 
looked at her wonderingly; in his heart he felt that it was no 
slight ordeal to a young girl to go for the first time among her 
betrothed’s kindred to be criticised, and scanned to see if she was 
“ good enough ” for a boy who had been their pride. He hardly 
knew his timid Amy that she was conscious of nothing of this, 



Digitized by L^ooQle 




144 



THE UNRAVELING OF A TANGLE. 



but went with open heart, ready to love any one who loved Robert, 
and not at all doubting they would love her for his sake. Her 
proud grandfather knew that in this sweet confidence lay her 
greatest certainty of being approved, and, looking into the radiant 
beauty of her face, perfectly free from vanity and self-conscious- 
ness, he felt she would need but to be seen to be loved for herself. 

Robert, prouder than if he wore a coronet, came to meet them, 
and to hand the white-robed happy creature into the house. 
Mrs. Carmen set aside conventionality far enough to leave her 
guests, and come out to take Amy into her arms before she went 
up-stairs, hardly less happy and proud of her than Robert. 

Amy came blushing, smiling, radiating happiness, into the 
long and rather somber old-time parlor. It seemed to her there 
rose a sea of faces on every side to meet her, but the sea sank to 
twenty as she, leaning on Robert’s arm, was led by Mrs. Carmen 
from guest to guest, and introduced to her future family. “ Aunt 
This, and Uncle That,” she heard, bewildered, and cousins galore 
there seemed to be, for Robert was a much-related person. But 
Amy smiled impartially on all, sincerely glad to meet each one, 
for kinship’s sake, whether she caught his name or not. 

Robert took her out to dinner, and Amy’s grandfather gave his 
arm to Mrs. Carmen. Amy could not be unconscious of the 
glances of approval turned upon her, nor the congratulatory 
smiles and nods directed toward Robert, and her high spirits 
mounted higher. It was a beautiful dinner; Mrs. Carmen knew 
how to make every detail of a social function a pleasure. Amy 
felt quite dazzled in taking the place of honor, Robert on her left, 
and in knowing that it had all been done for her. 

The future Mrs. Merriam, inspired by excitement, came forth 
as a quiet little wit, and an aunt of Robert’s, who had th«s most 
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pronounced intellectual tendencies, audibly expressed her pleasure 
that her nephew had not chosen “ a^pretty fool.” 

Mrs. Carmen rose to propose the first toast, “to be drunk 
standing, if you please,” she said ; for her part she liked old-time 
ceremony. 

“ I pledge you the lovely young girl who has consented to 
honor us by entering our family,” said Mrs. Carmen, raising her 
glass. “My nephew would prefer to have toasted her himself, 
but it is for me to express to you all how glad and proud I am of 
Robert's choice. You all know how dear he is to me, and how I 
have spoiled him ; I have stood to him in his mother's place, and 
it is notorious that a doting mother is captious toward the object 
of her son's affections, never quite convinced that he has found a 
wife worthy of him. Hence I can say no more of Miss Amy 
Alden than that I hope Robert will never cease to be grateful for 
the blessing of her love, and always strive to be worthy of her. 
Though I must say I think he is worthy of the best — which she is,” 
added Mrs. Carmen, dropping down into unrhetorical frankness in 
the irresistible necessity of rendering her beloved- Bob justice. 
“Ladies and gentlemen, Miss Amy Alden, our future relative,” ' 
continued the old lady, raising high her glass. And the toast was 
drunk with much applause. 

Mr. Alden rose to return thanks for Amy, which he did in old- 
fashioned phrases, and with emotion that made his voice quiver. 
Then he proposed the health of Robert Merriam, “ a young man,” 
he said, “ of whom he could say no more than that he was willing, 
even glad to resign to him the care of his granddaughter, who was 
all and more than Robert's kind aunt had said.” And this toast 
was drunk with enthusiasm, for Robert was a prime favorite with 
his family. 
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And then Amy was called upon for a toast. She rose, a little 
frightened, to give the one appropriate to her, her hostess. Rais- 
ing her glass, and looking around the table with a timid smile, 
for she was slightly appalled at the silence attending on this, her 
maiden speech, and taking courage from Robert’s proud face at 
her left, she said : “ I wish to propose my dear Mrs. Carmen, who 
has always been so good to me, and has crowned all her goodness 
by letting me love Robert.” Then glancing at Robert again she 
added, against all propriety : “ Mrs. Carmen and Robert 1 ” 

How every one did laugh, as they drank the toast with cheers 1 
And Amy drank it quickly, frightened at the unexpected effect of 
her words. 

“ Oh, Amy, you shouldn’t have included me,” whispered Rob- 
ert under cover of the laughter. “ Your grandfather pledged me. 
This was aunty’s toast.” 

But Mrs. Carman, seeing him whisper, and catching the 
frightened look that crossed Amy’s face, leaned forward. “ Don’t 
pay the slightest attention to anything he says, Amy dear,” she 
said. “ It was a lovely toast ; .much nicer than drinking me alone. 

„ I take it as a sure prophecy of future happiness that no love is 
complete to you without Robert’s, and no action rounded that ex- 
cludes him.” 
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SACRED HEART, THE. Rev. Dr. Joseph Kxllxr. 0 75 

SACRED HEART, THE, Studied in the Sacred Scriptures. Rev. H. Saint- 
rain, C.SS.R. net, 2 00 

SACRIFICE OF THE MASS WORTHILY CELEBRATED, THE. By 

Rev. Father Chaignon, SJ. net, 1 50 

SECRET OF SANCTITY. St. Francis db Sales. net, 1 00 

SERAPHIC GUIDE, THE. A Manual for tiie Members of the Third Order 
of St Francis. By a Franciscan Father. to 60 

SHORT CONFERENCES OW THE LITTLE OFFICE OF THE IM- 
MACULATE CONCEPTION. Very Rev. J. Rainer. o 50 

SHORT STORIES ON CHRISTIAN DOCTRINE. From the French by 
Mary McMahon. net, o 75 

SPIRITUAL CRUMBS FOR HUNGRY LITTLE SOULS- Mary E. 

Richardson. o so 

SPIRITUAL DIRECTION. net. o' 6# 
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SPIRITUAL EXERCISES FOR TEN DAYS’ RETREAT. Very Rev. v. 

Smetana, C.SS.R. net, i oo 

SO DALI STS’ VADE MECUM. Jo so 

SONGS AND SONNETS. By Maurice Francis Egan. i oo 

SpUVENIR OF THE NOVITIATE. By Rev* Edward I. Taylor, met, o 60 
ST. ANTHONY. Rev. Dr. Jos. Keller. o 75 

ST. JOSEPH, OUR ADVOCATE. By Father Huguet. o 90 

STATIONS OF THE CROSS. Illustrated. to 50 

STORIES FOR FIRST COMMUNICANTS. Rev. J. A. Keller, D.D. 0 50 
STRIVING AFTER PERFECTION. Rev. Joseph Bayma, SJ. net, 1 00 

SURE WAY TO A HAPPY MARRIAGE. Rev. Edward I. Taylor. 

Paper, 0.25; 25 copies, 3 75 

Cloth, 0.40; 25 copies, * 6 oo 



THIRTY-TWO INSTRUCTIONS FOR THE MONTH OF MAY. Rev. 

Thomas F. Ward. net, 0 75 

THOUGHT FROM BENEDICTINE SAINTS. net , 0 35 

THOUGHT FROM ST. ALPHONSUS. net , 0 35 

THOUGHT FROM ST. FRANCIS OF ASSISI and His Saints. net, o 35 

THOUGHT FROM ST. IGNATIUS. net, 0 35 

THOUGHT FROM ST. THERESA. net, 0 35 

THOUGHT FROM ST. VINCENT DE PAUL. net, 0 35 

THOUGHTS AND COUNSELS for the Consideration of Catholic Young 
Men. Rev. P. A. Doss, S.J. || net, 1 25 

TRUE POLITENESS. Abbe Francis Demore. net , 0 60 

TRUE SPOUSE OF JESUS CHRIST. By St. Alphonsus de Liguori. a 
vols., Centenary Edition, net, 2 50 

The same in 1 volume, net, 1 00 

TWO SPIRITUAL RETREATS FOR SISTERS. By Rev. E. Zollner. 

net, 1 00 

VENERATION OF THE BLESSED VIRGIN. Her Feasts, Prayers, Re- 
ligious Orders, and Sodalities. By Rev. B. Rohner, O.S.B. i 25 

VICTORIES OF THE MARTYRS; or, the Lives of the Most Celebrated 
Martyrs of the Church. Vol. IX. By Alphonsus de Liguori. net, 1 25 



VISITS TO JESUS IN THE TABERNACLE. Hours and Half Hours of 
Adoration before the Blessed Sacrament. With a Novena to the Holy 
Ghost and Devotions for Mass, Holy Communion, etc. Rev. F. X. La- 
sance. Cloth, fi 25 

VISITS TO THE MOST HOLY SACRAMENT and to the Blessed Virgin 
Mary. By St. Alphonsus de Liguori. to 50 

VOCATIONS EXPLAINED: Matrimony, Virginity, The Religious State, 

and the Priesthood. By a Vincentian Father. 0.10; 100 copies, 6 00 

WAY OF INTERIOR PEACE. By Rev. Father De Lehen, S.J. net, 1 as 

WAY OF SALVATION AND PERFECTION. Meditations, Pious Reflec- 
tions, Spiritual Treatises. St. Alphonsus de Liguori. net , 1 25 

WAY OF THE CROSS. Paper, 0.05; 100 copies, 2 50 

WORDS OF JESUS CHRIST DURING HIS PASSION. Explained in 
Their Literal and Moral Sense. By Rev. F. X. Schouppe, S.J. *0.25; 100 
copies, 17 00 

WORDS OF WISDOM. A Concordance to the Sapiential Books. Edited by 
Rev. John J. Bell. net, 1 25 

YEAR OF THE SACRED HEART. A Thought for Every Day of the Year. 

Anna T. Sadlier. o 50 

YOUNG GIRLS* BOOK OF PIETY, AT SCHOOL AND AT HOME. A 
Prayer-book for Girls in Convent Schools and Academies. Golden Sands. 

fi 00 

ZEAL IN THE WORK OF THE MINISTRY; The Means by which Every 
Priest May Render His Ministry Honorable °nd Fruitful. By Abbs 
Dubois. ***» 1 5 ® 
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JUVENILES. 



ADVENTURES OF A CASKET. e 4$ 

ADVENTURES OF A FRENCH CAPTAIN. o 45 

AN ADVENTURE WITH THE APACHES. By Gaibiel Fibby. 0 40 
ANTHONY. A Talc of the Time of Charles II. of England. o 45 

ARMORER OF SOLINGEN. By William Hibcheniach. 040 

BERTHA; or, Consequences of a Fall. 04s 

BEST FOOT FORWARD. By Father Fink. o 85 

BETTER PART. 0 45 

BISTOURI. By A. Melandbi. o 40 

BLACK LADY, AND ROBIN RED BREAST. By Canon Schmid. o as 
BLANCHE DE MASSILLY. 0 45 

BLISSYLVANIA POST-OFFICE. By Mabion Auks Taooabt. 0 40 

BOYS IN THE BLOCK. By Maueice F. Ecan. 0 as 

BRIC-A-BRAC DEALER. o 4$ 

BUZZER’S CHRISTMAS. By Maiy T. Waggaman. o as 

BY BRANSCOME RIVER. By Mabion Ames TaogaBT. o 40 

CAKE AND THE EASTER EGGS. By Canon Schmid. o as 

CANARY BIRD. By Canon Schmid. o 4s 

CAPTAIN ROUGEMONT. 0 45 

CASSILDA; or the Moorish Princess. o 45 



CAVE BY THE BEECH FORK, THE. By Rev. H. S. Spalding, S. 



h 



Cloth, o 85 

CLAUDE LIGHTFOOT; or, How the Problem Was Solved. By Father 
Finn. o 85 

COLLEGE BOY, A. By Anthony Yobke. Goth, o 85 

CONVERSATION ON HOME EDUCATION. o 45 

DIMPLING’S SUCCESS. By Claba Mulholland. o 40 

EPISODES OF THE PARIS COMMUNE. An Account of the Religions 
Persecution. o 45 

ETHELRED PRESTON; or the Adventures of a Newcomer. By Father 
Finn. o 8s 

EVERY-DAY GIRL, AN. By Many C. Cbowley. o 40 

FATAL DIAMONDS. By E. C. Donnelly. o as 

FINN, REV. F. J., S.J.: 

HIS FIRST AND LAST APPEARANCE. Illustrated. 1 00 

THE BEST FOOT FORWARD. o 85 

THAT FOOTBALL GAME. o 85 

ETHELRED PRESTON. • $5 

CLAUDE LIGHTFOOT. o 85 

HARRY DEE. > 85 

TOM PLAYFAIR. 085 

PERCY WYNN. o 8$ 

MOSTLY BOYS, o 85 

FISHERMAN’S DAUGHTER. o 45 

FIVE O’CLOCK STORIES; or, The Old Tales Told Again. 0 75 

FLOWER OF THE FLOCK, THE, and the Badgers of Belmont. By 
Maueice F. Egan. 0 85 

FRED’S LITTLE DAUGHTER. By Saba Tbaineb Smith. o 40 

GERTRUDE’S EXPERIENCE. o 45 

GODFREY THE HERMIT. By Canon Schmid. o as 

GREAT-GRANDMOTHER’S SECRET. o 4 S 

HARRY DEE; or, Working it Out By Father Finn. o 85 

HEIR OF DREAMS, AN. By Salue Maboabet O’Malley. o 40 

HER FATHER’S RIGHT HAND. o 4 C 
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HIS FIRST AND LAST APPEARANCE. By Father Fink. i «o 

HOP BLOSSOMS. By Canon Schmid. o 2 5 

HOSTAGE OF WAR. A. By Many G. Bonesteel. o 40 

HOW THEY WORKED THEIR WAY. By Maueice F. Egan. o 75 

INUNDATION, THE. Canon Schmid. 0 40 

JACK HILDRETH ON THE NILE. By Maeion Ames Taggaet. Goth, 

0 85 

JACK O' LANTERN. By Maey T. Waggaman. 0 40 

KLONDIKE PICNIC. By Eleanoe C. Donnelly. o 8$ 

LAMP OF THE SANCTUARY. By Cardinal Wiseman. o 25 

LEGENDS OF THE HOLY CHILD JESUS from Many Lands. By A. 

Fowler Lutz. o 75 

LItTLE MISSY. By Maey T. Waggaman. o 40 

LOYAL BLUE AND ROYAL SCARLET. By Maeion A. Taggaet. o 85 
MADCAP SET AT ST. ANNE’S By Maeion J. Beunowe. 0 40 

MARCELLE. A True Story. o 45 

MASTER FRIDOLIN. By Emmy Giehrl. o 25 

MILLY AVELING. By Saea Trainer Smith. Cloth, o 85 

MOSTLY BOYS. By Father Finn. o 85 

MYSTERIOUS DOORWAY. By Anna T. Sadlier. o 40 

MY STRANGE FRIEND. By Father Finn. 025 

NAN NOBODY. By Mary T. Waggaman. o 40 

OLD CHARLMONT'S SEED-BED. By Sara Trainee Smith. o 40 

OLD ROBBER’S CASTLE. By Canon Schmid. o 25 

OLIVE AND THE LITTLE CAKES. o 45 

OVERSEER OF MAHLBOURG. By Canon Schmid. o 25 

PANCHO AND PANCHITA. By Mary E. Mannix. o 40 

PAULINE ARCHER. By Anna T. Sadlier. o 40 

PERCY WYNN; or, Making a Boy of Him. By Father Finn. o 85 

PICKLE AND PEPPER. By Ella Lorainb Dorsey. 0 85 

PRIEST OF AUVRIGNY. 0 45 

QUEEN’S PAGE. By Katharine Tynan Hinkson. o 40 

RICHARD; or, Devotion to the Stuarts. o 45 

ROSE BUSH; By Canon Schmid. o 25 

SEA-GULL’S ROCK. By J. Sandeau. o 40 

SUMMER AT WOODVILLE. By Anna T. Sadlier. 0 40 

TALES AND LEGENDS OF THE MIDDLE AGES. F. Dr Capella. o 75 
TA>IING OF POLLY. By Ella Loraine Dorsey. o 85 

THAT FOOTBALL GAME: and What Came of It. By Father Finn. o 85 
THREE GIRLS AND ESPECIALLY ONE. By Marion A. Taggaet. 040 
THREE LITTLE KINGS. By Emmy Giehrl. 0 25 

TOM PLAYFAIR; or, Making a Start. By Father Finn. 0 85 

TOM’S LUCKPOT. By Mary T. Waggaman. o 40 

TREASURE OF NUGGET MOUNTAIN. By M. A. Taggaet. o 85 

VILLAGE STEEPLE, THE. 0 45 

WINNETOU, THE APACHE KNIGHT. By Marion Ames Taggaet. o 8s 
WRONGFULLY ACCUSED. By William HercHenbach. o 40 



- NOVELS AND STORIES. 

ASER, THE SHEPHERD. A Christmas Story. By Marion Ames Taggaet. 

*#*, 0 35 

BEZALEEL. A Christmas Story, By Marion Aubs Taggart. net, o 35 
CIRCUS RIDER’S DAUGHTER, THE. A Novel. By F. V. Beaceel. i 25 
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CONNOR D'ARCY’S STRUGGLES. A Novel By Mr*. W. M. Builoui. 

DION AND THE SIBYLS. A CUttlc Novel By Miut K*o». Cloth, ! ej 
FABIOLA; or, The Church of the Catacombs. By Cardinal Wiseman. Pop- 

iii. i cji.1 _ 



ular illustrated Edition, 0.90; Edition de luxe, 5 00 

FAB I OLA’S SISTERS. A Companion Volume to Cardinal Wiseman’s 
“ Fabiola.” By A. C. Clares. i 25 

HEIRESS OF CRONENSTEIN, THE. By the Countess Hamn-Hamn. 1 as 

IDOLS; or. The Secrets of the Rue Chausee d’Antin. Ds Naveey. i 25 

LET NO MAN PUT ASUNDER. A Novel. By Josephine Marie. 1 00 

LINKED LIVES. A Novel. By Lady Geeteude Douglas. i 50 

MARCELLA GRACE. A Novel. By Rosa Mulholland. Illustrated Edi- 
tion. 1 25 

MISS ERIN. A Novel. By M. E. Feakcis. i 25 

MONK'S PARDON, THE. A Historical Novel of the Time of Phillip IV. 

of Spain. By Raoul de Naveey. i 25 

MR. BILLY BUTTONS. A Novel. By Waltee Lecey. i 25 

OUTLAW OF CAMARGUE, THE. A Novel. By A. de Lamothe. i 25 

PASSING SHADOWS. A Novel. By Anthony Yoke. i 25 

PERE MONNIER'S WARD. A Novel. By Waltee Lecxy. i 25 

PETRONILLA. By E. C. Donnelly. i 00 

PRODIGAL'S DAUGHTER, THE. By Lelia Haedin Bugg. 1 00 

ROMANCE OF A PLAYWRIGHT. By Vte. Henki de Bornier. i 00 



ROUND TABLE OF THE REPRESENTATIVE AMERICAN CATHOLIC 
NOVELISTS. Complete Stories, with Biographies, Portraits, etc. Cloth, 

x 50 

ROUND TABLE OF THE REPRESENTATIVE FRENCH CATHOLIC 
NOVELISTS. Complete Stories, with Biographies, Portraits, etc. Cloth, 

1 50 

ROUND TABLE OF THE REPRESENTATIVE IRISH AND ENGLISH 
CATHOLIC NOVELISTS. Complete Stories, Bidfcraphies, Portraits, etc. 
Cloth, x 50 

TRUE STORY OF MASTER GERARD, THE. By Anna T. Sadliie. i 25 
VOCATION OF EDWARD CONWAY. A Novel. By Maubicb F. Egan. 

x 25 

WOMAN OF FORTUNE, A. By Christian Reid. s 25 

WORLD WELL LOST. By Esther Robertson. o 75 



LIVES AND HISTORIES, 

AUTOBIOGRAPHY OF ST. IGNATIUS LOYOLA. Edited by J. F. X. 

O'Conor. Cloth, ***/, x 25 

BLESSED ONES OF 1888, THE. Bl. Clement Maria Hoffbauer. C.SS.R.; 
Bl. Louis Marie Grignon de Monfort; Bl. Brother Aegidius Mary of St. 
Joseph; Bl. Josephine Mary of St. Agnes. From the original by Eliza A. 
Donnelly. With Illustrations, o so 

HISTORIOGRAPH I A ECCLESIASTICA quam Historic seriam Solidamque 
Operam Navantibus, Accomodavit Guil. Stang, D.D. [| net, 1 00 

HISTORY OF THE CATHOLIC CHURCH. Brueck. 2 vols., net, 3 00 
HISTORY OF THE CATHOLIC CHURCH. By John Gilmary Shea, 
LL.D. x 50 

HISTORY OF THE PROTESTANT REFORMATION IN ENGLAND 
AND IRELAND. By Wm. Cobbett. Cloth, net, 0.50; paper, net, o 25 
LETTERS OF ST. ALPHONSUS LIGUORI. By Rev. Eugene Grimm, 
C.SS.R Centenary Edition. 5 vols., each, net, x 25 

LIFE OF BLESSED MARGARET MARY. By Mgr. Bougaud, Bishop of 
Laval. net, 1 50 

LIFE OF CHRIST. Illustrated. By Father M. v. Cochin. S 45 
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LIFE OF FATHER CHARLES SIRE, of the Society of Jesus. By Rev. 

Vital Sire. net , i oo 

LIFE OF FATHER JOGUES, Missionary Priest of the Society of Jesus. By 
Father F. Martin, S.J. net, o 75 

LIFE OF FR. FRANCIS POILVACHE, C.SS.R. Paper, net , 0 20 

LIFE OF MOTHER FONTBONNE, Foundress of the Sisters of St. Joseph 
of Lyons. By Abbe Rivaux. Cloth, net , 1 25 

LIFE OF OUR LORD AND SAVIOUR JESUS CHRIST. Cloth, net , 5 00 
LIFE OF SISTER ANNE KATHERINE EMMERICH, of the Order of St. 

Augustine. By Rev. Thomas Wegener, O.S.A. net, 1 50 

LIFE OF ST. ALOYSIUS GONZAGA. Edition de luxe. By Rev. Father 
Virgil Cepari, S.J. net, 2 50 

LIFE OF ST. ALOYSIUS GONZAGA, of the Society of Jesus. By Rev. J. 

F. X. O’Conor, S.J. net , 0 75 

LIFE OF ST. CATHARINE OF SIENNA. By Edward L. Ayme, M.D. ||i 00 
LIFE OF ST. CLARE OF MONTEFALCO. Locke, O.S.A. net, o 75 

LIFE OF THE BLESSED VIRGIN. Illustrated. By Rev. B. Rohner, 
O.S.B. 1 25 

LIFE OF THE VEN. MARY CRESCENTIA HOESS. By Rev. C. Dey- 
mann, O.S.F. net, 1 25 

LITTLE LIVES OF SAINTS FOR CHILDREN. Berthold. 111 . Cloth, 

0 75 

LOURDES: Its Inhabitants, Its Pilgrims, Its Miracles. By Rev. R. F. 

Clarke, S.J. o 75 

NAMES THAT LIVE IN CATHOLIC HEARTS. By Anna T. Sadlier. 

1 00 

OUR BIRTHDAY BOUQUET. By Eleanor C. Donnelly. i 00 

OUR LADY OF GOOD COUNSEL IN GENAZZANO. A History of that 
Ancient Sanctuary. By £nne R. Bennett-Gladstonb. o 75 

OUTLINES OF JEWISH ^HISTORY, From Abraham to Our Lord. Rev. 

F. E. Gigot, S.S. II net, 1 50 

OUTLINES OF NEW TESTAMENT HISTORY. By Rev. F. E. Gigot, S.S. 

Cloth, net, 1 50 

PICTORIAL LIVES OF THE SAINTS. Cloth, 1.00; 25 copies, 17 50 

REMINISCENCES OF RT. REV. EDGAR P. WADHAMS, D.D., First 
Bishop of Ogdensburg. By Rev. C. A. Walworth. || net, 1 00 

ST. ANTHONY, THE SAINT OF THE WHOLE WORLD. Rev. Thomas 
F. Ward. Cloth, . o 75 

STORY OF THE DIVINE CHILD. By Very Rev. Dean A. A. Lings. 0 75 
VICTORIES OF THE MARTYRS. By St. Alphonsus de Liguori. net, 125 
VISIT TO EUROPE AND THE HOLY LAND. By Rev. H. Fairbanks. 

1 50 

WIDOWS AND CHARITY. Work of the Women of Calvary and Its 
Foundress. Abbe Chaffanjon. Paper, || net, 0 50 

WOMEN OF CATHOLICITY. By Anna T. Sadlier. x 00 

THEOLOGY, LITURGY, SERMONS, SCIENCE AND 
PHILOSOPHY. 



ABRIDGED SERMONS, for All Sundays of the Year. By St Alphonsus 
de Liguori. Centenary Edition. Grimm, C.SS.R.* net, 1 25 

BAD CHRISTIAN, THE. By Rev. F. Hunolt, S.J. Translated by Rev. J. 

Allen, D.D. 2 vols., net, 5 00 

BLESSED SACRAMENT, SERMONS ON THE. Especially for the Forty 
Hours* Adoration. By Rev. J. B. Scbburer, D.D. Edited by Rev. F. X. 
Lasance. net, x 50 

BREVE COMPENDIUM THEOLOGIAE DOGMATICAE ET MORALIS 
una cum aliquibus Notionibus Theologiae Canonicae Liturgiae, Pastoralis 
et Mysticae, ac Philosophiae Christianae. Berthier, M.S. || net, a 50 
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BUSINESS GUIDE FOR PRIESTS. Stano, D.D. net, o 85 

CANONICAL PROCEDURE IN DISCIPLINARY AND CRIMINAL 
CASES OF CLERICS. By Rw. F. Dioste. net, i jo 

CHILDREN OF MARY, SERMONS FOR THE. From the Italian of Rev. 

F. Callebio. Edited by Rev. R F. Claim* S.J. net, i 50 

CHRISTIAN ANTHROPOLOGY. Sermons. By Rev. John Thbin. net, 2 50 
CHRISTIAN PHILOSOPHY. A Treatke on the Human Soul. By Rev. J. 

T. Driscoll, S.T.L. net, 1 2 S 

CHRISTIAN’S LAST END, TtfK Sermon*. By Rev. F. Huxolt, S.J. 

Translated by Rev. J. Allen, D.DL j volt., ntt, 5 00 

CHRISTIAN’S MODEL, THE. Sermon*. By Rev. F. Hunolt, SJ. Trans- 
lated by Rev. J. Allbn, D.D. 2 vols.\ mt, $ 00 

CHRISTIAN STATE OF LIFE, THE, Vrmons. By Rev. F. Huxolt, SJ. 

Translated by Rev. J. AllsnaP. D. \ mt, 5 00 

CHRIST IN TYPE AND PROMECY. \Rev. A. J. Maas, S.J., Professor 
of Oriental Languages in WdWstock College. 2 vols., mt, 4 00 

CHURCH ANNOUNCEMENTjjfcOK. \ mt, o 2$ 

CHURCH TREASURER’S PEV 1 .| Collection and Receipt Book. mt, 1 00 
COMM ENTARI U M IN FACffTATES UPOSTOLICAS EPISCOPIS 
necnon Vicariis et Praefectis AlpstolicU W Modum Form ul arum coneedi 
solius ad usum Venerabilis Seri, irapnx|i« American! condnnatum ab 
Antonio Konings. C.SS.R. Ettio quarto, \ecogniU in pluribus emendata 
et aucta, curai\te Joseph Putz^H C.SS.R. mt, 2 2$ 

COMPENDIUM JURIS CANONltt, ad usumVlDeri et Seminariorum hujus 
Regionis accommodatum. « \ \ mt, 2 00 

COMPENDIUM SACRAE LITUWHAE JUWAvRlfyM ROMANUM 
una cum Appendice ds Jt*e EccleMstico PartikuljX in' America. Foederata 
Sept, vigente scripsit.P. I^NOcKNTl|^WAPBLH 4 flf 8 T,> 0 .S.F. Editio quinta 
emendatior. V \ L \\\ / \ * 5 ° 

CONFESSIONAL, THEjSj&rw fcgM^VA. RoIcol, D.D. || mt, 1 00 
DATA OF MODERN Eful £3 EyAMl^ P|( / /M lW0 ^ It "**• * 00 

DE PHILOSOPHIA MORALI PRAXWZl^ipNES ouas **»N S Collegio 
Georgiopolitano Soc. Jcsu, y\nnd /Habuit P . NxcoLAUS^feug|o. 

Editio altera. \ \ \ V 7 mt, 2 

ECCLESIASTICAL DICTIONARY. \By Mr. John Thbix. || net, 5 00 
ELEMENTS OF ECCLESIASTICAL By Rer. S. B. Smith, D.D. 

ECCLESIASTICAL PERSONS. f mt, 2 so 

ECCLESIASTICAL PUNISHMENTS/ mt, 2 50 



/ \ mt, 2 50 

Robcgl, D.D. || mt, 1 00 
Ming Vt. net, 2 00 

PHONES ouas Im^CoHegio 
Habuit P. rTirni iTfrUmja 
mt, 

. John Thbix. || mt, 5 00 
‘By Rer. S. B. Smith, D.D. 

mt, 2 50 



ECCLESIASTICAL TRIALS. f 
FUNERAL SERMONS. By Rev. Auoi 
GENERAL INTRODUCTION TO T\ 



Vivtm, O.S.B. 2 vols., 



mt, 2 50 
mt, 2 50 
mt, 2 00 



STUDY OF HOLY SCRIP- 



TURES. By Rev. Fbancis E. Gigot, S.S. Cloth, mt, 2 00 

GOD KNOWABLE AND KNOWN. By Rev. Maubicb Ronayne, SJ. 

net, x 25 

GOOD CHRISTIAN, THE. By Rev. J. Allen, D.D. 2 vols., mt, 5 00 
HISTORY OF THE MASS AND ITS CEREMONIES IN THE EASTERN 
W AND WESTERN CHURCH. By Rev. John O’Bbien. mt, 1 25 

LAST THINGS, SERMONS ON THE FOUR Hunolt. Translated by 
Rev. John Allen, D.D. a vols., mt, 5 00 

LENTEN SERMONS. Edited by Augustine Wieth, O.S.B. || mt, 2 00 
LIBER STATUS ANIMARUM; or. Parish Census Book. Pocket Edition, 
net, 0.2s; half leather, mt, 2 00 

LITERARY, SCIENTIFIC, AND POLITICAL VIEWS OF ORESTES A. 

BROWNSON. By H. F. Beownson. mt, 1 25 

MARRIAGE PROCESS IN THE UNITED STATES. Smith. mt, 2 50 

MORAL PRINCIPLES AND MEDICAL PRACTICE, THE BASIS OF 
M °MEDICAL JURISPRUDENCE. By Rev. Charles Cofpens, S.J., Pro- 
fessor of Medical Jurisprudence in the John A. Creighton Medical College, 
Omaha, Neb.; Author of Text-books in Metaphysics, Ethics, etc. mt, 1 50 

Xft 
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NATURAL LAW AND LEGAL PRACTICE. Holaind, S.J. net , i 75 

NATURAL THEOLOGY. By B. Boedder, S.J. net , 1 50 

NEW AND OLD SERMONS. A Repertory of Catholic Pulpit Eloquence. 

Edited by Rev. Augustine Wirth, O.S.B. 8 vols., || net , 16 00 

OFFICE OF TENEBRAE, THE. Transposed from the Gregorian Chant 
into Modern Notation. By Rev. J. A. McCallen, S.S, net , 0 50 

OUR LORD, THE BLESSED VIRGIN, AND THE SAINTS, SERMONS 
ON. By Rev. Francis Hunolt, S.J. Translated by Rev. John Allen, 
D.D. 2 vols., net , 5 00 

OUTLINES OF DOGMATIC THEOLOGY. By Rev. Sylvester Jos. 

Hunter, S.J. 3 vols., net , 4 50 

OUTLINES OF NEW TESTAMENT HISTORY. Vigot. Cloth, net , 1 50 
PASTORAL THEOLOGY. By Rev. Wm. Stang, D.D. net , 1 50 

PENANCE, SERMONS ON. By Rev. Francis Hunolt, S.J. Translated by 
Rev. John Allen. 2 vols., net , 5 00 

PENITENT CHRISTIAN, THE. Sermons. By Rev. F. Hunolt. Trans- 
lated by Rev. John Allen, D.D. 2 vols., net , 5 00 

PEW-RENT RECEIPT BOOK. net , 1 00 

PRAXIS SYNODALIS. Manuale Synodi Diocesanae ac Provincialis Cele- 
brandae. * net , 0 60 

PRIEST IN THE PULPIT, THE. A Manual of Homiletios and Catechetics. 
Rev. B. Luebermann. net , 1 50 

PRINCIPLES OF ANTHROPOLOGY AND BIOLOGY. By Rev. T. 

Hughes, S.J. net , 0 75 

REGISTRUM BAPTISMORUM. net , 3 50 

REGISTRUM MATRIMONIORUM. net , 3 50 

RITUALE COMPENDIOSUM seu Ordo Administrandi quaedam Sacra- 
menta et alia Officia Ecclesiastica Rite Peragendi ex Rituali Romano, 
novissime edito desumptas. net , 0 75 

ROSARY, SERMONS ON THE MOST HOLY. Frings. net , 1 00 

SACRED HEART, SIX SERMONS ON DEVOTION TO THE. By Rev. 

Dr. E. Bierbaum. net , o -60 

SANCTUARY BOYS’ ILLUSTRATED MANUAL. Embracing the Cere- 
monies of the Inferior Ministers at Low Mass, High Mass, Solemn High 
Mass, Vespers, Asperges, Benediction of the Blessed Sacrament and Ab- 
solution for the Dead. By Rev. J. A. McCallen, S.S. net , 0 50 

SERMON MANUSCRIPT BOOK. net , 2 00 

SERMONS FOR THE SUNDAYS AND CHIEF FESTIVALS OF THE 
ECCLESIASTICAL YEAR. With Two Courses of Lenten Sermons and 
a Triduum for the Forty Hours. By Rev. J. Pottgeiser, S.J. 2 vols., 

net , 2 so 

SERMONS ON THE CHRISTIAN VIRTUES. By Rev. F. Hunolt, S.J. 

Translated by Rev. John Allen. 2 vols., net , 5 m 

SERMONS ON THE DIFFERENT STATES OF LIFE. By Rev. F. 
Hunolt, S.J. Translated by Rev. John Allen. 2 vols., net , 5 oa 

SERMONS ON THE SEVEN DEADLY SINS. By Rev. F. Hunolt, S.J. 

2 vols. Translated by Rev. John Allen, D.D. net , 5 00 

SHORT SERMONS. By Rev. F. Hunolt, S.J. 5 vols., 10 00 

SHORT SERMONS FOR LOW MASSES. Schouppe, S.J. net, 1 25 

SYNOPSIS THEOLOGIAE DOGMATICAE AD MENTEM S. THOMAE 
A^UINATIS, hodiernis moribus accommodata, auctore Ad. Tanquerey, 

1. THEOLOGLA FUNDAMENTALIS. Half morocco, net , 1 50 

2. THEOLOGIA DOGMATICA SPECIALIS. 2 vols., half morocco, net , 3 oa 

THEOLOGIA MORALIS NOVISSIMI ECCLESIAE DOCTORIS AL- 
PHONSI. In Compendium Redacta, et Usui Venerabilis Cleri American! 
accomodata. Auctore Rev. A. Konings, C.SS.R. Editio septima, auctior 
et novia curis expolitior curante Henrico Kuper, C.SS.R. 2 vols., 

net, 400 
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TWO-EDGED SWORD. By Rev. Augustine Wiith, O.S.B. Paper, net o as 
VADE MECUM SACERDOTUM, continens Preces ante et post Missam, 
modi\m providendi infirmos, necnon multas Benedictionum Formulas, 
Cloth, net , 0.25 ; Morocco flexible, net , 0 50 

WHAT CATHOLICS HAVE DONE FOR SCIENCE. With Sketches of the 
Great Catholic Scientists. By Rev. Martin S. B rex max. i 00 



MISCELLANEOUS. 



A GENTLEMAN. By M. F. ; Eoax, LL.D. 

A LADY. Manner? and Social Usages. By Lelia Hardin Buoo. 
AIDS TO CORRECT AND EFFECTIVE ELOCUTION. With 
Readings. By Elkanor C^Grady. 

Skeleton of English Grammar. 



BONE RULE! 

A.M. 

CANTATA CA 
CATECHISM 
which Led 
Principal 
CATHOLIC 
CORRECT THI 
ELOCUTION C! 

pression. By 
EVE OF THE Re- 
ligious, Literary t 
erence to German: 
of the Fifteenth Cei 
Rev. Wm. Stanc. 

GAMES OF CATHOLlt AMEfel 
PICTORIAL GAME OF CATflOL! 
Series A, \ \ ' 

Series B, \ \ \\ 

GAMES OF QUOTATIONS FlfcM 

isl; s k. Vht 

Series III., 




0 7S 
0 75 
Selected 
x as 

By Rev. J. B. Tabs, 
0 50 

1C A. By B. H. F. Hellebusch. || net, a 00 

MILIAR THINGS. Their History, and the Events 
Discover^. With a Short Explanation of Some of the 
henomena^ 1 00 

NUAL. Stories by Best Writers. o as 

CATHOLICS, THE. By Lelia Hardin Buoo. o 75 
Simplification of the Laws and Principles of Ex- 
O’Grady. net, 0 50 

ATI©V, THE. An Historical Essay r,n the Re- 
ocial [Opndition of Christendom, with 2/pecial Ref* 
England. from the Beginning of the Latter Half 
to fie\0Qtbreak of the Religious Revolt. By the 

|| net , o as 

AUTHORS: 

AMERICAN AUTHORS. 

net, o i$ 
net, 0 is 

lATHOLIC AMERICAN AUTHORS. 

net, o 15 
net, o is 
net, 0 15 



GUIDE FOR SACRISTANS hn<f, Others Having Charge of the Altar and 
Sanctuary. By a Member ot\am Altar Society. net, 0 75 

HOW TO GET ON. By Rev. B^nard Feeney. i 00 

LITTLE FOLKS* ANNUAL. 0.05; per too, 300 

ON CHRISTIAN ART. By Edith Healy. o 50 

READING AND THE MIND, WITH SOMETHING TO READ. By J. F. 

X. 0 *Conor, S.J. II net, 0 so 

READINGS AND RECITATIONS FOR JUNIORS. O’Grady. net, 0 so 
SELECT RECITATIONS FOR CATHOLIC SCHOOLS AND ACAD- 
EMIES. By Eleanor O’Grady. * 00 
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